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HE cid of Monſieur Corneille (from whence the 


following Scenes are drawn) has made ſuch an 
Flat on all the Theatres of Europe, that were I 


to be wholly ſilent on the Side of the Heroick 
Daughter, the great Liberties I have taken, inaltering the 
Conduct of his Fable, might be more imputed to a vain O- 


pinion of my own Judgment, than any Foundations in 
Reaſon or Nature : But I hope I ſhall ſtand upon better 
Terms with the Impartial, and the Curious. Iam not in- 


ſenſible what vaſt Odds will be offer d againſt me, while | 
am entring the Liſts with ſo fam d. an Author as Corneille: 
but that ſhall not diſcourage me; for look upon Truth in 


an Argument to be, like Courage in a Combat, the beſt Ad- 


vantage a Man can have over his Antagoniſt: tis not his 


Fame ought to fright me; for let mine be never ſo obſcure, 


if Iam in the Right, his being in the Wrong will be ne 
more a Wonder, than that a Watchman's plain Staff ſhould 


foil the Sword of a Field- Officer. 
Bur I have a farther View, That while I am comparing 
the Two Plays, I may give the Lovers of the Theatre ſome 


Inſight into the Merit and Difficulty of forming a good Fa- 


ble; and that even our common Spectators, who find 
themſelves unaccountably pleas'd with a pathetick Scene, 
may be more pleas'd, by knowing they haye Reaſon to 
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5 To the READER. 


Ir may perhaps be expected, I ſhould offer ſome Excuſe 
for not publiſhing this Piece till ſeven Years after its firſt 
Appearance on the Stage; and you will probably anſwer, I 
had as good have ſaid nothing about it, as to tell you it has 
been little better than Idleneſs, or Indi fference: For it ha- 


ving done my Buſineſs, when acted, I confeſs I wanted the 


modern Appetite for Fame, which Authors uſually think 
follows them into the Country atter Publication, But if I 
hadany real Cauſeto defer it, it was from an Obſervation I 
had made, that moſt of my Plays (except the firſt, The 


Fool in Faſhion) had a better Reception from the Publick, | 
when my Intereſt was no longer concern'd in them; 1 


therefore ſuppos'd this might have a fairer Chance for Fa- 


vour, when the Author had no farther Stake upon it: And | 
I hope I may be allow'd the honeſt Vanity of this Com- 
plaint, while I have (to my Coſt) ſo many Facts to ſupport | 
it. Every Auditor, whoſe Memory will give him leave, 
cannot but know, that Richard the Third, which I alter d 


from Shakeſpenr, did not raiſe me Five Pounds on the Third 
Day, though for ſeveral Years ſince it has ſeldom, or never, 


failed of a crowded Audience The Fop's Fortune lagg d 
on the Fourth Day, and only held up its Head by the Heels 


of the French Tumblers ; who, it ſeems, had ſo much Wit 
in their Limbs, that they fore d the Town to ſee it, till it 


laugh d itfelt into their good Graces—— The Kind Impoſtor 


did not pay the Charges on the Sixth Day, though it has 
ſince brought tne, as a Sharer, more than I was then diſap- 
pointed of as Author Tas at firſt a moot Point, whe- 


cher the Cavelzſs Husband ſnould live or die; but the Houſes 


it has ſince filld have reproach'd the former Coldneſs of its 
Auditors The Wife's Reſentment is another, though not 
an equal, Inſtance ot the ſame Nature. 

Bur not to take the Particularity of this Treatment 
wholly to my ſelf, I confeſs it has ſometimes been the Fate 
of the better Authors: Nor ought we ſo much to wonder 
at it, if we conſider, that there is tn Human Nature a cer- 
rain low latetit Malice to all laudable Undertakings, which 
never dares break out upon any thing, with ſo much Li- 


* cence, as on the Fame of a Dramatick Writer: For even 


the laviſh Applauſe, which is uſually heap'd upon his firſt 
n cada” - 
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Labours, is not perhaps ſo entirely owing to their real ad- 
miration of the Work it ſelf, as the mean Pleaſure they take 
in ſwelling him up to rival the Reputation of others, who 
have writ well before him: If he ſucceeds in a firſt Play, 
let him look well to the next; for then he is enter dthe Herd 
as a Common Enemy, and is to know that they, who gave 
him Fame, can take it away; he is then to be allowed no 
more Merit or Mercy than the reſt of his Brethren: Of 
which nothing can be a ſtronger Inſtance, than the Torrent 
of Applauſe that was deſervedly thrown in upon The Old 
Batchelor, and the boiſterous Cavils that the next Year un- 
reaſonably over-run the ſame Author's Play of The Double 
Dealer: And I am apt to believe, that after the Succeſs of 
The Funeral, it was the ſame Caprice that deſerted The Ten- 
der Husband; and that all this is not mere Conjecture only, 
I beg leave torelate a Matter of Fact, that perhaps will bet- 
ter incline you to my Opinion. 5 ; 
WHEN the Heroick Daughter was firſt acted, I had the 
Curioſity (not having then any Part in it) ſometimes to li 
unſeen into the Side-Boxes, where I met with the higheſt 
Mixture of Pleaſure and Mortification: 'The Pleaſure was 
in obſerving the Generality of the Audience in a ſilent, fix d 
Attention, never failing, by their Looks or Geſtures, to 
diſcover thoſe pleaſing Emotions of the Mind, which 1 
was always confideat would ariſe from ſo elevated a Sub- 
jet: The Mortification was from a Set of well-dreſs'd 


merry- making Criticks, who call themſelves The Town, 


whole private Wit was continually inſulting the publick Di- 
verſion, by their waggiſh Endeavours to burleſque every 
thing, which ſeem'd to have a ſerious Effect on theirNeigh- 
bours; and treating the poor Rogue the Author (who ſtood 
with his Hat over his Eyes at their Elbow) with the utmoſt 
Inſults, Scandal, and Malevolence : And when the Play was 
over, ſome of the ſame Perions (which had like to have 


made me laugh) came, and wiſh'd me Joy of its Succeſs. 


But I have ſince ſeen frequent Inſtances, that the ſame ſort 
of Auditors, with a little Management, have been made as 
enterprizing Friends to other Authors, as they were then 
Enemies to me: For with ſome leading Man of the Town, 


or celebrated Wit at the Head of them, they have been of- 
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ten known, by their oyerbearing manner of Applauſe, to 


make a wretched ſickly Play ſtand ſtoutly upon its Legs for 
Six Days together: But (as in mine, and moſt Caſes) when 
they are not ſo engag'd and marſhal'd, they naturally run 
Riot into Miſchief and Cruelty. Upon the whole, till this 
Accident convinc'd me, I never could believe, that to bring 
a Play upon the Stage was ſo invidious a Task: and as it was 
with great Reluctance that I from hence reſolv'd never to 
trouble the Town with another, ſo I found it neceſſary 
(while I was a Player at leaſt) not to put People ot mere 
Pleaſure and Fortune in mind, that I durſt pretend to an 
Ta.ent that their Footmen might not be equally Maſters of : 
And if, in breach of this Reſolution, I have fince attemp- 
ted, in the Non-Furor, to expoſe the Enemies of our Con- 
ſtitution and Liberties, it was becauſe I knew the Friends 
of the Government would ſecure me a fair Hearing, and 
from allſuch Apprehenſions of being diſturb'd by the wan- 
ton Malice of a few petits Maitres: not but I flatter my 
ſelf, that even its Enemies will allow, I gave their Princi- 
ples fair Play in the Characters of Sir John Moodville and 
Charles, who were no where ſhewn in a contemptible 


Light; and, I hope, it was no great Malice to make them 


amiable in their Converſion.— If therefore I have not 
juſtly accounted for the Neglect, or Diſcouragement, 
which moſt of, my other Plays met with at firſt, I ſhall, 
however, beg leave of the World to comfort my ſelf, with 
ſuppoſing, that their prefent Succeſs is now, one way or 
other, owing to their Merit: But I have rambled too far 
from my firſt Deſign, which was to give you 


5 An Ex AME N of the Cid and the Herojck 


| Daughter, | 


: ; "HE great Beauties of the French Play are, in the ten- 


der Compaſſion that riſes from the Misfortunes of 


the two Lovers Rodrigue and Chimene; but ſhould we not 


be much more ſenfible of their Diſtreſs, if before we faw 
them unfortunate, we were firſt rais'd toa proper Admira- 
tion of their Perſons and Virtues; They may indeed, as in 
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the Cid, move us ſimply as Lovers; but as ſurh Lovers, 
their Sorrows would certainly ſtrike deeper into the Hearts 
of an Audience. In this point Corneille ſeems detective; 
for he opens his Play with a cold Converſation between 
Chimene and her Suivante, whom Chimene deſires to repeat 
what Reaſon ſhe had to ſuppoſe the Count her Father was 
inclin'd to prefer her favour d Lover Rodrigue, to his Rival 

Don Sanchez. By the way ſhe owns, in-the ſame Scene, 
ſhe has heard all this before ; but when an Author wants to 
acquaint his Audience with a neceſſary Fact, nothing is ſo 


common, as to make ſome Perſon in the Play improbably 


deſirous to hear it over again. A poor Shift ! we ſee through 
it, tis lazy—— he could not but know, that Artis ej celare 
Artem. After Chimene is inform'd, that her Father has 
allow'd Rodrigue the Perſon moſt worthy of her, ſhethinks 
the News too good to be true, and is ſtill (theugh ſhe can't 
very well tell why) afraid it will come to nothing; and ſo 
quaintly walks off, to as little purpoſe as ſhe came on. 
In all this Scene Chimene utters no one Sentiment, that 
can poſſibly draw to her the leaſt Eſteem from the Audi- 
ence; we only as yet ſee her a marriageable young Woman, 
that is willing to have a Husband A poor ſetting out for 
the Heroine of a Tragedy; the Hero indeed is leſs faultily 
manag'd, for he never appears till he enters at once into his 
Diſtreſs of being oblig'd to revenge the Blow his Father had 
juſt receiv'd, upon the Father of his Miſkgeſs, who gave it. 
This Incident is doubtleſs of uncommon Beauty; but had 
we been better acquainted with the Merit and Dignity of 
his Paſſion for the Daughter of his Enemy, before his cri- 
tical Entrance on that Occaſion, our Imagination would 


have had a much higher Alarm at the firſt Sight of them; 
and this was palpably evident, from the different Surprize 


his ſudden Appearance gave in the Heroick Daughter at Lon- 
don, to what I obſerv d it had in the ſame Scene or the Cid, 
when acted at Paris. | 


In the Engliſh Play more Care is taken to make the Au- 


dience ſure, the Son brings with him the higheſt Senti- 

ments of Courage, Love, and Honour, that muſt make a 
ſenſible Heart tremble at the immediate Diſtreſs, in which 
his firſt Appearance ſhews him involved. 
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Tn ſecond Scene in the Cid breaks into the Apartment 
of the Infanta, whois ſecretly in lobe with Nodrigue; but 


Ta th READER. . 


her Honour combating with the Inequality of his Birth, ſhe 
retolves to facrifice her Paſſion to her Glory; and, in order 
to it, uſes her utmoſt Endeavours to advance his Marriage 
with her Rival Chimene: There is ſomething ſo — 
ſo cold, and inactive in this Epiſode, and ſo very little con- 
ducive to the main Defign, that I have left it quite out of 
the Heroick Daughter, and ſupply'd the Vacancy with the 
Character of Belxara, to whom I have given a more natu- 
ral Intereſt to advance the Marriage of Ximena, which is 
to make Don Sanchez (whom Belzara is contracted to) de- m 
ſpair of her. Corneille ſeems, even in this Scene too, to th 
have loſt a fair Occaſion ot heightening the Character of th 
Rodrigue, and preparing the Audience in his Favour; but th 


the Infanta, in no part of it, mentions the leaſt Motive to Et 
ber Paſſion for him, unleſs that he is a Feune Cavalier. ge 
TRE next Scene introduces the Quarrel, and the Blow is 


iven to the Father of Rodrigue, by the Father of his Mi- nc 
— and this is the firſt Scene of the Cid, that is made uſe ou 
of in the Heroick Daughter: This Quarrel ſeems too ſud- ſo 
den and unprepar'd, and wants the Terror that would natu- ſaf 


rally ariſe from it, if, as I obſery'd, the Audience were pre- of 


poſſeſs d with a proper Admiration of the Lovers, whoſe yo 
approaching Ruin they would then be more nearly con- D. 
cern'd for; and this Concern I have attempted to give, by fir 
the Preparation of a whole firſt Act in The Heroick Daugh- he 
ter, which is intirely unborrow'd, and previous to the ert! 


opening Beauties of the Cid: The Heroick Obligations yet 


that have paſſed between the two Lovers (whom I call wt 


Carlos and Ximena) before they ſecretly entertain, or pub- lig 


lickly avow, their Paſſion : The gentle manner of Ximena's Ju 
firſt ſoftening the Prejudice of Alvarez, the folemn Inter- I} thi 
ſition of the King, to heal the Hereditary Feud of their ric 
amilies, and his crowning their Reconcilement with the ¶ the 
immediate Union of the Lovers, were all intended to give kn 
a Dignity to their Paſſion, and conſequently to move the ſee 
Audience with a quicker Senſe of their enſuing Calamities, We 


than if (as they are in the Cid) they had been only ſhewn, | hay 
in their merclawful Deſire of being vertuous Bedfellows. ver 
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 Trovcn Terror ſeems the Favourite Paffion of Cor- 
neille, and what he uſually paints in much more lively Co- 
lours than his Objects of Pity; yet the fatal Rupture, that 
ruins the Happineſs of theſe Lovers, loſes half its Force and 
Beauty, for want of Art or Pains in preparing it: For Ter- 
ror muſt certainly riſe in proportion to the Object it mena- 
ces; and we cannot be as much concern d for the Misfor- 
tunes of Merit unknown, as for what is evident and con- 
ſpieuous: and till that Rupture happens, we are (in the 
Cid) utter Strangers to the Merit of Rodrigne and Chimene. 
Bor beſides all this, the 7 it elf ſeems an Accident 
merely ariſing from the brutal Temper of the Count, and 
the Spectator might as well expect, from the beginning of 
the Scene, that it was to end in a friendly Concluſion of 
their Childrens Marriage, as their ſo unforeſeen and violent 


Enmity: And though Surprize is a neceſſary Part of Tra- 


gedy, yet that Surprize is never to be abrupt; for when it 
is ſo, it is more apt to ſhock than delight us: we do 
not love to be ſtartled into a Pleaſure. As an Audience 
ought never to be wholly let into the ſecret Deſign of a Play, 
ſo they ought not to be intirely kept out of it; you may 
ſafely leave room for the Imagination to gueſs at the naturt 
of the Thing you intend, and are only to ſurprize them with 
your Manner of bringing it about: As in the ſecond Act of 
Dryden's All. for Love, where Mark Anthony ſeems con- 
firm'd in his Reſolution to part with Cleopatra; yet when 
he once conſents to expoſtulate with her in Perſon, though 
you eaſily foreſee the Conteſt is to end to her Advantage, 
yet you are far from loſing the Pleaſure of your Surprize, 
while it is ſo artfully executed: nay, you have a further De- 
light, from the private Applauſe you give to your own 
Judgment, in ſo rightly foreſeeing the Concluſion; and to 
this Reaſon may be attributed the Succeſs of moſt — 
rical Writings —— But here (in this Scene of the Quarrel in 
the Cid) is an important Action brought about, and you 
know not what it means, till it is over. Then indeed you 
ſee What? why, that the hopes of the young Couple's 
Wedding are all blown up: like enough, but the Audience 


have as yet no great Reaſon to be concern d at it, they know 


very little of them, Beſides, the Scene is half over before 
| LE, 
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you know who the old Men are, or what their Quarrelling 
can ſignify: ſo that your Admiration cannot go along wit 
the Performance, and your Attention is either loſt, or in 
pain, till the Author explains himſelf; which is afterwards 
too late, your Imagination is not at leiſure to look ſo far 
back for the Propriety of what's paſt; you are then to be 
intent upon what is to come, or elſe what you have ſeen is 
but an Interruption to what you are to ſee; the Caſe of 
many a modern Play. This Lazineſs, or want of Skill in 
an Author, does not give an Audigor fair Play for his Money; 
it will not let him ſee all the Play, nor is it enough to ſay, 


the Scene is notwithſtanding natural — If you cannot ſay } 


it has Art, as well as Nature, you praiſe it but by halves. 


ICANN or omit another Objection to the Character of 
the Count, who is ſo inſolent, fierce, and turbulently vain | 
of his Merit, that he is below the Dignity of the Subject: | 
Nor will his being a Spaniardexcuſe it, they are all Spaniards | 


in the Play; and though a ridiculous Pride is natural to the 
Nation, weare not, by that Rule, to ſhew a Frenchman 
dancing, or a Dutchman drunk ina Tragedy. In ſhort, he 


is a mere Miles Glorioſuis, and makes ſo diſagreeable a Figure, | 
that we have have much ado to think him an Object worthy | 
of that filial Regard and Duty which Chimene pays to his 


Memory. I therefore thought it neceſſary, in higher Juſti- 


fication of her Sorrows and Virtue, to make him more ci- 
viliz'd and rational in the Heroic Daughter; his honourable 


and open Reconcilement to Alvarez; his generous Com- 
paſſion for the Diſtreſs of Carlos, whom he had reduc d to 
the Neceſſity of fighting him; his Humanity and Honour 
(in caſe he fell by his Sword) in bequeathing him his Daugh- 
ter, were all attempted to give the Audience, as well as 
Ximena, a more juſtifiable Regret for the Loſs of him 
The only Reaſon Corneille ſeems to have for making him 
10 brutal, is to introduce an unreaſonable Quarrel, from 
Vyhence all the diſtreſs of the Play was to riſe. I have like- 
wiſe attempted to remove that Objection, by grounding 
the Jcalouly and Reſentment of the Count upon the ſubtle 
Inſinuations of Sanchex, it being the immediate (though 
diſhonourable) Intereſt of his Love to Ximena, by any Ar- 
rifice to obſtruct her Marriage with Carlos. This Tape 
| dient 
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dient I thought would make the Count more excuſable in 
his violent Meaſures, and might remove the Odium that 
lay hard upon him in the Cid, by throwing it upon Sanchex, 
whoſe Character here may better endure it. 

Tus next Scene of Moment that follows the Quarrel, is 
the Challenge, which is deliver d with ſo vaunting a Boaſt 
by Rodrigue, that one would imagine he thought it firſt pru- 
dent to frighten his Enemy, before he fought him; and 
truly, by the Behaviour of the Count, he ſeems to have 
carry d his point: for after the Challenge is made, the Count 
as pleaſantly evades it, by pretending to be offended with 
Rodrigues Preſumption, in calling him to an Account. In 
ſhort, they debate ſo heartily, that you begin to loſe your 
Apprehenſion of its coming to Miſchief; for even after 
they ſeem both determin d, and going out, the Count is re- 
toiv'd to have tother Chance for reſuming the Debate, and 
lays briskly to Rodrigue—— Art thou ſo weary of thy Life ? 
But I think nothing can better expoſe the abſurdity of the 
Queſtion, than the ſhrewd Anſwer which is made to it, 
wiz. What are you afraid to die? There is Reaſon in the 
Anſwer, but (between two Men of Honour) there could 
be none for the Queſtion. | OT 

T 1s fort of Behaviour I could not be reconciled to, and 


haye taken the liberty, in the firſt ſix Lines of the Scene, to 
get the Challenge accepted with the plain Language of a 


Man determined. And though I could not allow them toex- 
poſtulate, while their Courage was only in queſtion; yer I 
could not help thinking the Lover, in ſome part of the 
Scene, owed a Sigh or two to the Terrors of his Miſtreſs, 
and the certain Miſery his Honour was then going to reduce 


her to: which would have been ſtill unqueſtionable, though 


his Regard to her had here ſhewn its laſt Effort, to _ his 
Injuries with a bloodleſs Reparation: For though he had 
before debated himſelf intoa Reſolution of revenging them, 
Jet nothing is more natural than to ſee Love turn back, and 

ack again, for another laſt Adieu. I ſhall here beg leave to 
quote a few Lines from the Scene itſelf, as the ſhorteſt way 
ot explaining how I have conducted it—— When the Place 
of Meeting is juſt going to be appointed, Carlos ſtops ſhort 


- and ſays tothe Count, 


One 
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Ons Moment's Reſpite for Kimena's ſake, ' 
She has not wrong d me, and my Heart would ſpare her : 

We both, 3 a Stain to eithers . | | 

May pity her Di(treſs, and pauſe to ſave her. 

Nor _ I ard : 6d I 71 — — 0 

Since, with its Vengeance, her ſure Moes are bleuded; 

O lay not on her Innocence the Grieof 

Of a mourn'd Father, or a Lover's Blood ! 

O! ſpare her Sighs, prevent her ſtreaming Tears, 

Stop this Effuſion of my bleeding Honour, | 

And heal, if poſſible, its Wounds with Peace. 


To all which, when the Count is immoveable, and grows | 
at laſt impatient of his Reproaches; then Carlos recovers h 


to his Honour, and breaks out as follows 
O] give me back that vile ſubmiſſive Shame, 
That I may meet thee with retorted Scorn, So. 
And right my Honour with untainted Vengeance; 
 Yetno—— withhold it! take it, to acquit my Love, 

That Sacrifice was to Ximena due: | 
Her helpleſs Sufferings claim d that Pang; and ſince 
Icannot bring Diſhonour to her Arms, 
Mus my rac d Heart pours forth its laſt Adieu, 

And makes Libation of its bleeding Peace : | 
Farewel, dear injur'd Softineß. Follow me. 


AFTER the Place of Meeting is apointed, Carlostrou- | 
bles you with no more of his Love, than by uttering with | 


a Sigh, as he goes out, 

Poor Ximena-—- | 
Which had ſo compaſſionate an Effect upon our Engliſh 
Hearers, that if his Love was then a Weakneſs, it was at 
leaſt ſuch a one, as they heartily forgave him. | 2 

| Tre next Scene of the Infanta(who is always dropping 


in, like cold Water upon the Heat of the main Action) is | 


for that Reaſon again left out; our Difference other wiſe is 
not material, till the King receives Notice of the Count's 
being killed by Rodrigue; whichis ſo lightly related, or to 
uſeCorzeille's own words, Sans aucune Narration touchante, 
and received with ſo little Surprize or Curioſity, to know 
any Circumſtances of the Action, that, upon my firſt 
reading the French Play, I ſcarce knew whether I was to 
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believe him dead, or no. I have therefore endeayoured, in 


The Heroick Daughter, toawakenthe Audience, by making 


thatRelation more ſolemn and particular,and to prepare the 
probability of the Cataſtrophe, which I ſhall better account 


for in its Place; But in the laſt Scene of this ſecond Act it 


muſt be allowed, the Cid begins to ſeize upon the Heart of 
the Spectator ; and this is one of thoſe great Beauties that 
have ſo juſtly given riſe to its Fame. The fluctuating Pity, 
that is ſo finely perplexed between the Tears of a pious 
Daughter, and the venerable Sorrows of a Father; the hap- 
py Skill of throwing them both, in the ſame Inſtant, at 
the King's Feet for Juſticeand Mercy, and with Pretenſions 


ſo equally laudable, is an Incident which few Tragedies, ei- 


ther Antient or Modern, can boaſt of. The only liberty I 
have taken with this Scene, is in making the Father plead 
with more Reſignation, and rather to truſt his Cauſe to its 
ſimple Merits, than thoſe of his own paſt Services. 

THe next Act opens with Rodrigues appearing in the 
Apartment of his Miſtreſs, where he leſſens his Character, 
by juſtifying his Honour to her Servant: After Chimene too 
is left alone with the ſame Servant Elvire, ſhe throws away 


| "= many fine Sentiments upon that prating Creature, 


who has no Senſe of them, but endeavours to comfort her 
by vulgar Advice, which makes Chimene inexcuſable to 
hear; beſides, the main Action cools in the Converſation. - 


This is avoided in the Heroick Daughter, by making Belza- 


ra the third Perſon in theſe two Scenes, who has an Inte- 
reſt in ſerving Carlos, yet never is mean or diſhonourable in 
her attempting it. Butthenext Scene makes us ample a- 
mends for all we have juſtly tound fault with. 
THz meeting of Rodrigue and Chi;nent, throws us into 
a Tenderneſs that is irreſiſtible: This Incident gives the 
Cid as tair an Aſſurance of being immortal, as any modern 
Poetry can hope for. There is ſomething ſo amiable in the 
Deſpairof Rodrigue, in his natural Diſregard of his Safety, 
for the reſiſtleſs Pleaſure of ſeeing his Miſtreſs; and we are 
apt to be ſo ſeized with the inſtant Idea of her tender Paſſion 
breaking through her filial Obligations to purſue him, that 
at the firſt ſight of them it is impoſſible, for an attentive Au- 
ditor, not to feel the moſt agreeable Tranſport = Aſto- 
| niiſhment: 
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niſhment : And ſince the Incident is Coracille's, and tot 


mine, it may be no Vanity to ſay, this Effect was evident 
from the Hurry and buſy Murmur that ran through the 


Audience at its firſt Preſentation in London. And it would 
indeed be a Reflection on our Engliſh Taſte, to ſuppoſe we 
could be leſs ſenſible than our Neighboursof ſo paipable an 


Excellence: For Corneille, ſpeaking of the Reception of 


this Scene in Paris, ſay, 


Qu alors que ce malheureux amant fe preſentoit devant 
elle, il s elevoit un certain Fremiſſement dans Þ Aſſemblèe, 
qui marquoit une Curioſite merveilleuſe, & un redoublement 
Aitention pour ce qu ils avoient a ſe dire dans un eſtat ſi pi- | 


toyable. . 


Bu r allowing it all this Admiration, I have ſome Rea- | 
ſons to offer (to better Judgment) why the Conduct of 
this Scene in the Heroic Daughter, is not implicitely form'd | 
upon the Model of that in the Cid. I cannot but think, | 
that Rodrigues entring with an Anſwer to the laſt words of 
Chimene, muſt be unnatural, if you don't ſuppoſe him to 
have liſtened at the Door to her private Diſcourſe; and 
though tis poſſible moſt of our modiſh Criticks may own | 
they would have liſtened in his condition, yet that isno | 
Proof that Liſt'ning, eſpecially in another Perſon's Houle, | 
is not always the Effect of Meanneſs, Ill-Manners, or | 


Treachery ; I therefore thought it more reaſonable to let 


him approach her in a mute ſubmiſſive Addreſs, and, to give 
him time for it, have thrown Ximena into a reproachful 
Aſtoniſnment the moment ſhe ſees him: Corneille, after 


ſome fine Touches of their Diſtreſs, ſuffers him to pro- 
ceed in Excuſe ot his Offence; in which he feems too fond 
of ſnewing the Man of Honour, and the harſh Terms he 
uſes, in his Juſtification, are too choquant for the Ear of 
an injur'd Miſtreſs. Theſe are his words, 

e Car enfin ne attens pas de mon Affection, 

« n lache repentir d une bonne Action? 


And a little farther; 


« Je le ferois encore, ſi j avois à le faire. : 
This laft Line 1s omitted in the Heroick Daughter, and the 
firſt are ſotten'd, by only ſaying, | 2:0 
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How ſhall I repent me of a Crime, 

« Which, uncommitted, had deſerv'd thy Scorn? 

I Have endeavour d, in the ſame Speech, to make his 
Crime more pitiful, by his pleading the Regard he had to 
her Peace, in firſt endeavouring to reduce her Father into a a 
Temper, that might have ended their Difference with a leſs 
fatal Reparation; and it ſeems to heighten the Diſtreſs of 
Ximena, when you ſee her Heart is full, and conſcious of 


the Obligation. 


* 


AFTER Chimene has anſwer'd his Plea, in the moſt ſub- 
lime Sentiments of her filial Duty to purſue him for her Fa- 
ther's Death, Rodrigue inſiſts, that her own Hand alone 
ought to ſatisty her Vengeance: I have here made bold to 
fhorten their Arguments upon this Point, which ſeem a 
little too near the romantick, and have ſubſtituted one, 
which I thought more agreeable to Nature; where Carlos 
Os | 
N Let not theWretch, once honour d with thy Love, 

Thy Carlos, once thought worthy of thy Arms, 

Be dragg d a publick Spectacle to Fuſtice, 

To draw the irkſome Pity of a Crowd, 

Who may, with vulgar Reaſon, call thee cruel ; 

My Death from thee will elevate thy Vengeance, - 

Ad ſhew, like mine, thy Duty ſcorn'd Aſſiſtance. 

Bur the greateſt Omiſſion in this Scene, is that Chi- 
mene ſo tar forgets her filial Duty, as to take no Precaution, 
not ſo much as his word of Honour, that Rodrigue ſhall 
appear to anſwer his Crime to the Law; ſhe is indeed con- 
cern'd for her Reputation, and, on that account, only de- 
ſires him to leave her; her laſt Concern, when they part at 
the end of the Scene, is, | | 

Et ſur tout Garde bien, qu on Te voye. 
This makes their Meeting look too like a modern Intrigue: 
I have therefore endeavoured to give her a better Reaſon for 
releaſing him; when he reproaches her with want of Love, 
in refuſing his Deſire to fall by her Hand, ſhe replies 
Can Hate have Part in Interviews like this? 
Art thou not now within my power to ſeize ! 

TetT'll releaſe thee,” Carlos, on thy Word; 

Give me thy Word, that on the Morrow's Noon 
| | | Before 
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Before the King, in Perſen, thou wilt anſwer, . 

r to leave me. 
I Do not {ee how the Scene could poſſibly be ſaid to 
have a juſt Concluſion, but by this mutual Diſcharge of 
their Dury for the preſent: And when Carlos had given his 
Honour to appear, then indeed there is a more pardonable 
and natural Excuſefor the Tenderneis they fall into; which 
though the Reader muſt be charm d with in the Original, 1 


have ventur d to alter, to make them more agrecableto the 
THE Scene breaks into the Street, where the Fa- 


ther of Radrigue is wandring up and dovrn alone in ſearch | 


of his Son; a very ſlender Mark of his Wiſdom, and puts 


one in mind of a vulgar Saying—— To {pok for a Needle, | 


&Cc.—— Nay, he does all this, though he has Five Hun- 
dred Friends in his Houſe (whom he had drawrn together 
to vindicate the Cauſe of his Honour) waiting for him; 
and there is no Excuſe appears for his leaving them alone, 
or why ſome do not attend him Abraad : Whereheen- 
tertains the Audience with along Account (which he gives 
to himſelf) of his Condition, in pointed Conceits, and 
quaint; Antitheſes, that would be much prettier in an Epi- 
gram - At laft he meets with his Son, with whom he 
falls into a tedious Argument; and to comfort his Sorrow 
for the loſs of his Miſtreſs, tells kim there are more Wo- 
men than Ximena, and would have him ſhew the Greatneſ⸗ 
of his heart, in ſnaking of its weakneſs for her. Thisſeems 
unpardonable, and ftams the Character of the Father; for 
to ſuppoſe him capable of changing his Miſtreſs, takes 
away half the Merit of the Son's having reveng'd his Ho- 
nour: which, had he not inviolably loved her had only ſhewn 
his Courage in common with other Men. The Anſwer the 
Son makes him, indeed is truly Great which it might cafily 
be when he had fo diſhonourable a thought to oppoſe; fo 
that the one Speech is only fine from the other's being im- 
proper, I might ſay, unnatural. This Scene ſesms extremely 
cold, after the Spirit and warm Paſſion in the preceeding 
one; Care ſhould be always taken, in ſuch Caſes, not to 
ſuffer the Attention to languiſn, but (as Horace ſays —— 
Semper ad eventum feſtinet ) when the Subject _ = 
uffer 


aun — 
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ſuffer us to exceed -what is gone before, we ſhould at leaſt 
k r Hearersawake, by being buſy about new Matter 
and. Action, plainly neceſſary to car: y on the Story of the 
Play. All that ſeems uſeful in this Scene, is the laſt Speech 
of it, which is the only one that is taken into the Heroick 
ble Daughter; There Alvarez appears at the Head of his 
Friends in his own: Houſe, where his Son may be ſuppo- 
L 1 ſed, with more probability, to come to him: But Corneille 
che boneſtly tells us, in his Examen of the Cid, that the Reaſon 
why he did not bring on Don Diegue, with his Friends 

Fa. about him, was becauſe thoſe Perſonages are generally 
re ſupply d by aukward Fellows and Candle-Snuffers A 
ne Miſerable Sign of the Lowneſs of the French Theatre, 
Jl, when fo great an Author is forc d to reſtrain his fancy, 
and to commit an Abſurdity, to make his Play fit for the 
her Stage Buk this not being our Caſe here, I had the li- 
berty of Writing as well as I could. After Corneille has 


— done his Scene, I have given the Son a Soliloquy, that I 
en. thought would be anew Motive to the Compaſſion of the 
ive; Audience; if your Curioſity is as warm as my Vanity 
and could wiſh it, you will now turn to it at the End of the 
pi Fourth Act. ; | 


* * Tux tvvo laſt Acts of the Cid, though in Nature they may 
owl be — written, loſe half their Force for want of Art: 
vo. All thoſe great Sentiments which Chimene utters to the In- 
nel ; Hanta, in the beginning of the Fourth Act, are improper 
in that Place; for ſhe is not only arguing her Caſe with 
for one that has nothing to do with it, but ſhe is merely ralk- 

* 8 while ſhe ſhould be doing. We are impatient for the Iſſue 
of her Appeal to the King. and it is no Excuſe to the Hearer, 

that the King's Daughter ſtops her by the way, when it 
the as in the Poet's Choice to have ſent the King's Daughter 
151 *2 Prayers, or any other Employment in the mean time 
hy In ſhort, the Author ſeems to want matter for wo Acts 
: more, and is reduc'd to theſe Shifts, to give the Audience 


— „full Meaſure for their Money: But the Heroic Daughter, 
a6 having a whole firſt Act added betore the Action ot the Cid 
— 8 begins, of conſequence transfers the Third Act of the 


French Play into the Fourth of the Engliſh; by which Expe- 
ES ES - 4 dient, 
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dient, the neceſſary Matter ofthe two laſt Acts of the one, 
are eaſily contain'd in the ſingle Fifth Act of the ot 
Tu next Prolixity the Cid entertains uswith, is the 
King's ſolemn Reception of Rodrigue, after his Defeat of 
the Moors; which let it be ever ſo juſtly due to the Merit of 
the Action, yet, Non nunc erat his locus; all this moves us not, 
and might have been ſuppos'd, or related only, that the more 
immediate Buſineſs of the Play might have come forward, | 
as is attempted in the Heroic Daughter. A 
BESID Es, the making Rodrigue to give an Account of 
his own Victory, muſt either leſſen the Action, or his Cha- 
racter— Any Friend, who was a Well-wiſher to his Inte- 
reſt, muſt certainly have been a more proper Herald ot his 
Fame: I have therefore made Alonzo give the Particulars of | 
this glorious Service to his Country, and I thought the Au- 
dience would be better pleas'd, if it were given to Ximena, 
that they might, at the ſame Inſtant, ſee the new Conflict 
jt muſt naturally raiſe between her Paſſion and her Duty: | 
For though the King is in the Play the Perſon moſt con- 


* 


cern'd to hear it, yet the Spectator is moſt concern'd that 


Ximena ſhould hear it, and it offends not either Manners or 
Probability, that the King is ſuppos'd to have heard it before, 
WHEN Ximenaà returns to Court for Juſtice, the King, 
in hopes to appeaſe her, has a mind firſt to makea Diſcovery 
of her Paſſion, and cunningly tells her, that her Deſire of 
Vengeance is an{wer'd, for Rodrigue is dead of his Wounds: 
At which Chimene fainting, his Majeſty fairly bites her, 
owns he is alive, and that he is now convinc'd ſhe has no 
mind to hurt him This Fineſſe is needleſs, and ill be- 
comes the Gravity of the Subject; there is nothing of it 
in the Heroick Daughter. | 
WELL! when all will not do, when ſhe finds it is ſo 
hard to make the King more ſenſible of her private Wrongs, 
than of her Lover's late Service to the Publick, it is indeed 
Time to make her loſe her Senſes; for then, poor Lady 
ſhe demands the Conibat, and is forc'd to call her Vanity 
and Falſhood to the Aſſiſtance of her Duty, by propoſing 
her Perſon as a Reward to any Gentleman, that would be 
the Champion of her Cauſe, if he prov'd victorious: This 
is ſacrificing her Paſſion to her Duty with On 
| What 
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What an unconſolable Figure would ſhe have made, if No- 
he body had taken up the Cudgels! tis well-ſhe knew ſhe was 
- of bhandſome, or that might really have been the Caſe. But to 
of be ſerious— . . 16 
ot, I THovGuarT it much more decent and natural, when 
ore ſhe was in this Extremity, te let Sanchez, who had before 
ird, offer d his Service, take this fair Occaſion of ſtepping in to 
her Aſſiſtance; tis he, therefore, that, in Ximena's Name, 
- of demands the Combat; and that ſhe might not have the 
ha- Guilt of flattering him with the leaſt Hope, as a Lover, he 
\te- is made even to diiguiſe the Motive to it with his pretended 
his Friendſhip for her late Father: The King's granting the 
« of Combat, and the neceſſary Orders about it, conclude the 
Au- fourth Act of the Cid. | | 
all THE fifth Act begins with Rodrigue's abruptly viſiting 
dict Chimene, without Leave or Excuſe, before he was going 
ty: to the Liſts. And though, in her firſt Words, ſhe pretends 
on- to be ſhock'd at his Appearance, yet he takes no notice of it, 
chat but goes on with his Buſineſs, and ſhe as inſenſibly ſinks 
into Mildneſs and Temper to hear it. Here they ſeem too 
ore. declamatory and romantick, which I have endeavour'd to 
| avoid, by givinga more ſpirited Turn to the Paſſions, and 
reducing them nearer to common Life; and the Expedient, 
that introduces the Interview itſelf, is, I hope, upon a 
more pardonable Foundation: For to make theſe two Acts 
into one, in the Heroick Daughter, it was but to contrive 
this Scene naturally to follow the laſt, without leaving the 
Stage vacant ; Which is effected by the King's giving Car- 
t Los leave to take his Farewel of Ximena before his going to 
the Combat: And thus her hearing him, while her Friend 
Belzara is preſent, and in the Court, ſeems more excuſa- 
ble, than her receiving his Viſit in open Day, in her private 
Apartment. And that your Patience might not languiſh, 
the Combat immediately tollows his parting from her; and 
though you ſee nothing of that Engagement on the Stage, 
yet your Imagination all the while enjoys it in the Alarms 
and Terrors of Ximena, which, upon every diſtant Sound 
of the Trumpet, ſhe is differently thrown into. And I 
have always obſerv'd, that when any thing of moment is 
heard to be doing from * that has a warm Effect * 
— * 
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the Actors in ſight, it ſeems to givea double Delight to the 
Audience. This Incident is intirely my own, and yet, I 
flatter my ſelf, not the leaſt artful in that Play. The Re- 
turn of Sanchez, from the Combat too, is here prepar'd 
with ſuch Circumſtances, as might more Ne lead 
Nimena into the Miſtake of his beihg the Victor; but all 
this is languidly interrupted in the Cid, by making the In- 
fanta's melancholy Paſſion break into the warmeſt Con- 
nection of the Story; and Chimene too, for want of ha- 
ving her Imagination ſtirr'd with ſuch various Notice of 


the Combat, which the Trumpet gives her, falls again into | 


an inactive and declamatory Account of her Calamities, 
which, in a laſt Act, ever ſurfeits the Attention. 

AFTER the Combat, ſhe accoſts the King with a long 
Argument, on a Suppoſition that Rodrigue is dead, where- 
in ſhe begs to be re cas d from her Obligation to marry San- 
chex as the Victor, and barters to reward him with her 
Fortune, which ſhe is willing to ſettle upon Sanchez for his 
Trouble, provided ſhe may have leave to diſpoſe of her 
Perſon in a Nunnery-— All this the King hears without 
undeceiving her, as to Rodrigue's being alive, which is not 
only improbable, but needleſly carries her Miſtake farther 
than it will bear, to be beautiful. In the Heroick Daughter, 
the very Inftant ſhe hints at the Death of Carlos, the King 
rectifies her Miſtake; which prevents that odd Project of 
compremizing the Matter with Sanchez, and lets the Hear- 
er ſooner into Matter of more Importance. The King 
too here is only an Advocate, not a Tyrant, for Carlos; and 
Ximena, having made no Promiſe to marry the Victor, 


avoids that Violation of her Duty; which, in the Cid, the 


abſolute Power of the King would impoſe on her. But 
here he is ſo tender of her Virtue; that he even ſuffers not 
Carlos to approach her, without leave And now we 
come tothe laſt Conflict of her Heart, which concludes in 
a Reſolution, not to truſt her Love in ſight of him that had 
killed her Father, but to ſhut her Sorrows from the Worid 
in a Cloiſter. And Jam of Opinion, it was impoſſible, 
under ſuch Misfortunes, to diſpoſe of her otherwile, with- 
out breaking into the Laws of Honour and Virtue. Well! 
but though you grant me this, we are here ſtill ata rnd 
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this can be no abſolute Concluſion of the Play, the Matter 
ſtands Juſt as it did three Acts age, the Lovers were parted 


then, and all we have done with them ſince comes to no 


more. Corneille ſeems to be plung'd in this Difficulty, and, 
in my humble Opinion, had much better have parted them 
for ever, than have brought them together with ſo wret+ 
ched a Violation of Chimene's Character: In ſhort, his Ex- 
pedient comes to no more than this, that the King gives her 
leave, for Decency's fake, to be virtuous a Year longer; but 
after that's expir'd, he obliges her (and ſhe tacitly conſents) 
to marry the Man that has killed her Father: As if a diſnho- 
nourable Action could be juſtify'd, by our ſtaying a Year 
before we commit it. | 
TnERE ſeem'd therefore to me but one way, in nature, 
to bring them decently together, which was by removing 
the fundamental Cauſe of their Separation: If therefore, 
without offending Nature or Probability, we can make the 
Father of Ximena recover of his Wounds, I ſee no Reaſon 
why every Auditor might not in Honour congratulate their 
Happineſs. By this Expedient their Story 1s inſtructive, 
and theſe Heroick Lovers ſtand at laſt two fair Exam- 
ples of rewarded Virtue: But it is now time to conclude. 
NorwirhSsTANDINs all our critical Amendments, it 

muſt be allow d, that the firſt Happineſs of a Tragick Wri- 
ter depends on his Choice of a proper Subject; without 
that, his Art and Genius are but miſemploy d: If therefore 
there be any thing more, than my not being a ſufficient 
Maſter of Style, that could make The Heroick Daughter 
leſs ſucceſsful than the Cid, I can allow it might belikewiſe 
owing to the Subject, of which, perhaps, the chief Cha- 
racters are too ſeverely virtuous for the Homeſpun Morals 
of our Engliſh Audience: Whereas the French run into the 
other Extreme; With them your Hero muſt be virtuous, 
even to Romance, or he is inſufferable: but Good-Nature 
is ſo diſtinguiſhinga Characteriſtick of the Exgli/h, that 
the French have no Word to expreſs it; and the Perſons 
that We often pity in our Plays, a French Critick would tell 
you ought to be hanged by Poetical Juſtice. But we are ſo 
tender-hearted, that let the Characters of our Tragedies 
be ever ſo criminal, yet if = can but make them * 
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and miſerable, reſign d and humble in their Afflictions, we 
forget all their old Faults, take them immediately into Fa- 
vour, and the Handkerchiefs of a whole Audience ſhall be 
wet with their Misfortunes. This Effect is frequent at the 
'Tragedy of Venice Preſerv'd; where Taffeir. after having 
been a Conſpirator againſt his Country trom a private Re- 
venge, after his betraying that Conſpiracy, and the Life of 
his deareſt Friend, from the Importunities of aWife, whom 
his Weakneſs could not reſiſt, yet makes his Peace with the 
Audience at laſt, and dies ſurrounded with their Compaſſi- 


on: Iam therefore convinc'd, that criminal Characters, ſo | 
artfully conducted, have much the Advantage of the Per- 
fect and Blameleſs; and, perhaps, tis the Narrownelſs of 
the French Genius, that would never let their beſt Authors 
attempt to raiſe Compaſſion upon ſuch bold and natural Þ 
Foundations, But, on the other fide, it would be hard to | 
infer from hence that Characters, nearer to Perfection, 
ought not as well to appear the Principals of Tragedy : | 
Both Carlos and Ximena have their Imperfections, and I al- 


low are moſt to be pity'd, when they are leaſt able to reſiſt 


them: I cannot therefore but inſiſt, that the Cia has all the 
Greatneſs, Dignity, and Diſtreſs in the Subject that Tra- 


gedy requires; and though it may have had too many Hea- 
rers of an uncultivated Taſte, who think it inclines to the 


Romantick; yet if Filial Duty, Love, and Honour, in the 
higheſt Inſtances of Selt-denial, are not imaginary Virtues, 
then certainly all its Structures are upon exalted Nature. | 


Let the common Practice of Mankind be what it will, it is 
not unnatural to be virtuous ; and it ought to be more com- 
mendable to pity the Misfortunes of the Virtuous, than of 
thoſe who owe their Diſtreſs to their immediate criminal 
Conduct. But I am, notwithſtanding, willing to com- 
. - 1 

pound for the Inference, by granting, rhat when a capable 
Genius ſets himſelf to work, there may juſtly be room for 
Succeſs upon either Foundation. | EY 
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PROLOGUE. 
A Soft, in form'd Aſemblies of the Fair, 
be A The ſtrait-lac d Prude will no looſe Paſſion bear, 


ne Beyond ſet Baunds, no Lover muſt addreſs, 
18 But ſecret Flame in diſtant Sig hs expreſs ; 
e- 


Yet if by Chance ſome gay Coquette ſails in, 
of A joyous Murmur breaks the ſilent Scene; 
Each Heart reliev d by her enliw'ning Fire, 
he Feels eaſy Hope, and unconfin'd Deſire: 
Then ſhuddering Prudes, with ſecret Envy burn, 
ſo Aud treat the Fops, they could not catch, with Scorn. 


o Plays are valu d, not confin'd to Rules, 

of Thoſe Prudes, the Criticks call them, Fenſts for Fools; 
And if an Audience ainſt thoſe Rules is warm'd, 

ral or by the lawleſs Force of Genius charm d, 

tO ll Their whole Confederate Body is alarm'd: 

Ns BY Ther every Feature's falſe, though neer ſo taking, 
*. The Heart's deceiv d. though tis with Pleaſure aking ; 


bp | They'll prove your Charmer's not agreeable : 
thus far dit with the Cid of Fam d Corneille. 


the In France twas charg d with Faults were faſt enduring, | 
= But ſtill had Beauties, that were ſo alluring, 


h It rais'd the Envy of the Grave Richlieu, 
nc Ad, ſpite of his Remarks, cramm'd Houſes drew: 


the Of this Aſſertion, if the Truthyou'll know, 

4e BY Two Lines will prove it from the Great Boileau: 
En vain contre le Cid un Miniſtre ſe ligue, 

115 WF Tout Paris pour Chimene a les veux de Rodrigue. 
In vain againſt the Cid the Stateſman arms, 
tr Paris with Rodrick feels Ximena's Charms. 


Ti- proves, when Paſſion throughly wrought appears, 

Dl In Plays imperfect, "twill command your Tears : 

erer think not, from what's ſaid, we Rules deſpiſe, 

To raiſe your Wonder from Abſurdities. | 

As France 1mprov'd it from the Spaniſh Pen, 

We hope, now Britiſh, tis improv'd again: 4 

And though loſt Tragedy has long ſeem d dead, LM 

Yet having lately rais'd her awful Head; | 

To- night, with Pains and Coſt, we humbly ſtrive 

To keep the Spirit of that Taſte alive: 
B 4 


n PROLOUE 


But if, like Phaeton, in Corneille's Carr, 

Th' unequal Muſe unhappily ſhould err ; 

At leaſt you ll own from glorious Heights ſhe fell, 1 
And there's ſome Merit in Oy well, Ws 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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Don Ferdinand, King of Caſtile. 
Don Alvarez, his late General, and Father of Don 8 
Don Gormax, Count of Gormax, the preſent General, and 
Father of Ximena. © 
Don Carlos, in love with Ximena. 
Don Sanchex, his ſecret Rival, cho nuch berroth'd to 


Belzara. 


Aonxo, 
3 G orig > Officers of the Court. 


WOMEN. 


Ximena, Daughter to GormaZz. 8 | 
Belxara, her Friend, worten by Don Sanchex. 


The SCENE, 
The Royal Palace in Seville. | 


THE 
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nd 


te 
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Heroic Daughter, 
A SBN 


Alvarez and Carlos. 
Atv. LLIANCE ! ha! and with the Race of 
| ___ Gormaz! 1 
My 2 Foe! The King enjoins it, ſaidſt 
thou? 
Let me not think thou couldſt deſcend to 
ask it: | 


Take heed, my Son, nor let the Daughter's Eyes 
Succeed in what the Father's Sword has fail'd ; 
Since I, to Age, have ſtood his Hate unmov'd, 
Be not thou vanquiſh'd by her Female Wiles, 

Nor ſtain thy Honour with inſulted Love. 

Car. O taint not with ſo hard a Thought her Vertyes! 
Which ſhe has prov d ſincere from Obligation: 
Tis, to her Suit, I owe my late Advancement. 

You know, my Lord, the Fortune of this Sword 
Redeem'd her from the Moors, when late their Captive; 
For which, at her Return to Court, ſhe {well'd 

The Action, with ſuch Praiſes, to the Kin 

He bad her name the Honours cou'd reward it: 

She, conſcious of our Houſes Hate, ſurpriz'd,, And 


8 
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And yet diſdaining that her Heart ſhould fal! V 
In Thanks below the Benefit receiv'd, | oY H 
Warm'd, with th' Occaſion, begg'd his Royal Fayour T 
Would rank me, in the Field, the next her Father. * 
The King comply d, and with a Smile inſiſtet, A 
That, from her own fair Hand, I ſhould receive V 
The Grace. This forc'd me then to vilit her: T 
To ſay what follow'd from our Interview, 
Might tire, atleaſt, if not offend your Ear. M/ 
Alv. Not ſo, my Carlos, but proceed. Bu 
— Car, Jn brief; --- | | Fr 
The _ who now, in higheſt Favour, holds A 
The fair Ximena, ſoon perceiv'd our Paſſion, . 
Approv'd, and cheriſh'd it; our Houſes Diſcord . 
She knew, of old, had often ſhook the State; | A 
Whereon ſhe kindly to the King propos'd' 2 
This happy Union, as the ſole Expedient, 8 
To cure thoſe Wounds, and fortity his Throne: Ge 
Nay ſhe, Ximena, if I know her Thoughts, 2 
Chiefly to that Regard reſigns her Heart. = W 
O! ſhediſclaims, contemns her Beauty's Power, of 
And builds no Merit but on ſtable Vertu. | 41 
Alv. If ſo, I ſhould indeed applaud her Spirit. . 


Car. Oh! had you ſearch'd her Soul, like me, you would X. 
Repoſe your Life, your Fame, upon her Truth. 


Alu. On thee, atleaſt, I'm ſure I may; I know Be 
Thou lov'ſt thy Honour equal to Ximena, | Tl 
And to that Guard I dare commit thy Love; Ar 
Keep but that Union ſacred——. | 
Car. When J break it, 2 | W 
May your Diſpleaſure, and Ximena's Scorn, W 
Unite their Force, to torture me with Shame: Bu 
But ſee! ſhe comes! her Eye, my Lord, has reach'd you! Hi 
| oa [ Ximena enters. Ar 
Mark her Concern, the Softneſs of her Fear, Be 
Oercaſt with Doubt, and Diffidence to meet you; 
One gentle Word from you would chace the Cloud, Th 
And let forth all the L: ſtre of her Soul. 5 


Alv. Hail! fair ximena— beauteous Brightneſs, hail ! 
Propitious be this Meeting to usall, 5 
E „ Wit 


ich 


That I ſurrender to his Daughter's Merit 
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With equal Joy and Wonder I ſurvey thee: 
How lovely's Vertue in ſo bright a Form! 
Thy Father's Fierceneſs all is Fol rotheez 
Well have thy Eyes reproach'd our Houſes Jars, 
And calm'd the Tempeſts that have wreck d our Peace, 
What we, with falſe Reſentments, but inflam'd, | 
Thy nobler Vertues have appeas'd with Honour, 

Xim. Theſe Praiſes from another Mouth, my Lord, 
Might dye theſe glowing Cheeks with Crimſon Shame; 


hut as they flow thus kindly from Alvarez, 


From the Heroick Sire of my Deliverer ; 

As you beſtow them, my exulting Heart, | 
Though undeſerv'd, receives with Joy the Sound: 
But tor thoſe Vertues you aſcribe to me, 

Alas! they are but copy d all from thence. 

Carlos, I ſavv, was brave, victorious, great, 
Compaſſionate—— I am at beſt but grateful. 
Cou'd I be leſs reduc'd with Obligations? 

Cou'd I retain our Houſes anticnt Hate, 

When Carlos Deeds ſo greatly had forgot it? 

If Heav'n had wilPd our Feuds ſhould never end, 
It wou'd have choſe ſome other Arm to ſave me : 


| 2-40-54 a 5 : 
But if its kinder Providence decrees 


Ximena's yielded Heart ſl:ould cure thoſe Ills, 

And bind our Paſſions in the Chains of Peace; 

Be witneſs that all-gracious Heaven! I've gain'd - 

The End, the Haven of my Hopes on Earth, 

And fil'd the proudeſt Sails of my Ambition. : 
Alv. O Carlos! Carlos! we are bath ſubdu d! 

Where can ſuch heav'nly Sweetneſs find a Foe ? 

What Gormax may reſolve, his Heart can tell, 

But mine no longer can refiſt ſuch Vertue; 

His Pride perhaps may triumph o'er my Weakneſs, 

And wrong Ximena to inſult Alvarez : 

Be mine that Shame, but then be mine this Glory, ; 
| | [ He joins their Hands. 


All that her Heart demands, or mine can give; 
It he's obdurate, let her Wrongs reproach him. | 
| - [Don Sanchez and Alonzo obſerving _ 
| | TE "0 


* 
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No Thanks, my Fair; for both, or neither, are 
Oblig'd: Whatever may be due to me, 
Let Love and mutual Gratitude repay. | 
D. San Death to my Eyes! Alvarez joins their] 
Hands! | 5 5 
Alon. Forbear! is this a Time for Jealouſy? þ 

D. San. Thou, that haſt Patience then, relieve 
| my Torture. 55 
Car. O Ximena ! how my Heart's oppreſs d with Shame? 
Thou giv'ſt me a Confuſion equal to | : 

My joy; I yet am laggaid in my Duty, 
I muſt deſpair to reach with equal Vertues 
Dread Gormax Heart, as thou haſt touch'd Alvarez, 

Xim. That Hope we mult to Providence reſign; 
The King intends this Day to ſound his Temper, 
Which, tho' ſevere, I know is generous, | 
In Honour great, as in Reſentments warm, 

Fierce to the Proud, but to the Gentle yielding; 
The Goodneſs of Alvarex muſt ſubdue him. 

Alon. My Lord, I heard the King enquiring for you. 

Alv. Sir, I attend his Majeſty— I > abs _. 

Xim. Saw you the Count, my Father, in the Preſence? 

Alon. Madam, I left him with the King this Inſtant, 
Withdrawn to th' Window, and in Conference. 

Xim. Tas his Command I ſhould attend him there. 

Alv. Come, fair Ximena, if thy Father's Ear 

Inclines, like mine, unprejudic'd to hear: 
His Hate ſubdu d, will Publick Good regard, 
And crown thy Virgin Vertues with Reward. 
[Ex. Alv. Car. Xim, 

D. San. Help me, Alonzo, help me, or I ſink, 
'Th' Oppreſſion is too great for Nature's Frame, 
And all my Manhood reels beneath the Load: 
O Rage! O Torment of ſucceſsleſs Love! 

Alon. Alas! Iwarn'd you of this Storm before, 
Yet you, incredulous and deaf, deſpis'd it ; | 
But fince your Hopes are blaſted in their Bloom, 
Since vow'd Ximena never can be yours, 

Forget the Folly, and reſume your Reaſon : 
Recover to your Vows your Love betroth d, 


Return 
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Return to Honour, and thewrong'd Belzara. 
D. San. Why doſt thou ſtill obitru&t my Happineſs, 
And thwart the Paſſion that has ſeiz'd my Soul? 
A Friend ſhould help a Friend in his Extreames, 
rh And not create, but diſſipate his Fears. 
'Tis true, I ſee Ximena's Heart is given, 
But then her Perſon's in a Father's Power; 
ce? He, I've no cauſe to fear, will ſlight my Offers. 
Thou know ſt th' Averſion that he bears Alvarez, 
Bats, like a Rock, her Wiſhes from their Harbour: 
While Carlos has a Fear, ſhall I deſpair ? 
Has not the Count his Paſſions too to pleaſe, 
And will he ſtarve his Hate to feed her Love? 
May I not hope he rather may embrace 
The fair Occaſion of my timely Vows, 
To torture Carlos with a ſure Deſpair, 
And force Ximena to aſſiſt his Triumph? 
Nay ſhe, perhaps, when his Commands are fix'd, 
In Pride of Vertue may reliſt her Love, 
8 Suppreſs the Paſſion, and reſign to Duty. | 
ce? Alon. Why will you tempt ſuch Seas of wild Diſquiet, 
When Honour courts you in a Calm to Joy? 
Belzara's Charms are yielded to your Hopes, 
. Contracted to your Vows, and war mid to Love; 
Ximena ſcarce has Knowledge of your Flame, 
Without Reproach ſhe racks you with Deſpair, 
And muſt be perjur'd, could her Heart relieve you. 
: D. San. Let her relieve me, I'll forgive the Guilt, 
im. Forget it, ſmother in her Arms the Thought, 
And drown the charming Falſhood in the Joy. 
Alon. What wild Extravagance of youthful Heat 
Obſcures your Honour, and deſtroys your Reaſon ? 
D. San. I am not of that lifeleſs Mould of Men, 
That plod the beaten Road of vertuous Love; 
With me tis joyous Beauty gives Deſire, 
Deſire by Nature gives inſtinctive Hope: | 
The Phænix Woman ſets herſelf on fire, | 
Hope gives us Love, our Love makes them deſire, 
And in the Flames they raiſe themſelves expire. | 
turn Alon. Nor Love, nor Hope, can give you here gt 
| : San. 
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D. San. Let thoſe deſpair, whoſe Paſſions have their 
Whoſe Hopes in Hazards, or in Dangersdie: [ Bounds, WM , 


Shew me the Object worthy of my Flame, y 
Let her be barr d by Obligations, Friends, U 
A By Vows engag'd, by Pride, Averſion, all | | y 
The common Letts that give the Vertuous Awe ; | 
My Love wou'd mount the tow'ring Falcon's Height, T 
Cut thro' them all, like yielding Air, my way, 
And downwards dart me rapid on the Quarry. 0! 
Alon. Farewel, my Lord, ſome other time, perhaps, 
This Rapture may ſubſide, and want a Friend; 5 
I ſhall be glad to adviſe, when you can hear. Y, 
But, ſee! Belzara comes, with Eyes confus'd, BB; : 
That ſpeak ſome new Diſorder in her heart. _ 
Wou'd you be happy, Friend, be juſt; preſerve | Al 
Inviolate the honeſt Vows you've made her. v. 
Fare wel, I leave you to embrace th Occaſion, [Exit. i , 
| Enter Belzara. : Th 
Bel. I come, DonSanchez, to inform you of 2 
A Wrong, that near concerns our mutual Honour; Sy 
"Tis whiſper'd thro? the Court, that you retract — W 
Your ſolemn Vows by Contract ſeal'd to me, A 
And with a perjur'd Heart purſue Ximena; . : 
Such falſe Reports ſhou'd periſh in their Birth: IN 
I've done my honeſt Part, and disbeliev'd'em, * 
Do yours, and by your Vows perform'd deſtroy them. A : 
D. San. Madam, this tender Care of me deſerves | = 
Acknowledgments beyond my Power to pay; 80 a 
But Vertue always is the Mark of Malice, | WI 
Contempt the beſt Return that we can make it. But 
Bel. Vertue ſhou'd have ſo ſtrict a Guard, as not "Ya 
To ſuffer even Suſpicion to approach it. | Her 
For tho', Don Sazchez, I dare think you juſt, D 
Yet while the envicus World believes you falſe, T 
I feel their Inſults, and endure the Shame. | He 
D. San. Malice ſucceeds when its Report's believ'd ; y 5 


Seem you to ſlight it, and the Monſter's mute. 

Bel. I cou d have hop'd ſome Cauſe to make me flight it, Nr 

This cold Concern to ſatisfy my Fears, 9 5 To 

Proclaims the Danger, and confirms them true: 8 | 
; | | San. 


elf 


ds, 


xit. 


t it, 


And yields to Love, parſuing when we fly. 


hut to beſtow them when that Heart's broke looſe, 
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D. San. Then you believe me falſe? 

Bel. Believe it! Heav'n! „ 
Am Ito doubt? What even your Looks, your Words, 
Your taint Evaſions faithleſly confeſs? 
Ungrateful Man! when you betray'd my Heart, 
You ſhou'd have taught me too to bear the Wrong. 

D. San. When Tears with Menaces relieve their Grief, 
They flow from Pride, not Tenderneſs diſtreſs d. 

Bel. Inſulting, horrid Thought! am I accus d 
Of Pride, complaining from a breaking Heart? 

D. San. Behold th'unthrifty Proof of Woman's Love! 
Purſue you with the Sighs of fathful Paſſion, 
You ſtarve our pining Hopes with painted Coyneſs; 
But if our honeſt Hearts diſdain the Yoke, 
Or ſeek, from {ſweet Variety, Relief, | 
Alarm'd to loſe, what you deſpis'd ſecure, : 
Your trembling Pride retracts its haughty Air, 


Theſe laviſh Tears, when I deſerv'd your Heart, 
Had held me ſighing to be more your Slave; 


When more I merit your Contempt than Love, 
Arraigns your Juſtice, and acquits my Falſhood. 

Bel, Injurious, falſe. and barbarous Reproach ! 
Have I with-heid my Pity from your Sighs? 

Or us'd with Rigour my once boundieis Power? 
Am I not ſworn, by teſtifv'd Conſent, - 

By ſolemn Vows contracted, yielded yours? 

But what avails the Force of Truth's Appeal, 
Where th' Offender is himſelf the Judge? 
But yet remember, Tyrant, while you triumph, 

I am Don Heyrick's Daughter, whom you dare betray : 
Henrich, whole tam'd Revenge of injur'd Honour, 

Dares ſtep as deep in Blood, as you in Provocations. 

D. San. Since then your feeming Grief's with Rage re- 
Hear me, with Temper, Madam, once for all. {liev'd, 
You urge our ſolemn Contract ſworn, I own | 
The Fact, but muſt deny the Obligation 
'Twas not to me, but to a Father's Will, | 
To Henrichs dread Commands your Pride ſubmitted f ; 

ince 
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Since then your Merit's to Obedience due, | 
Seck your Reward from Duty, not from Sanchez ; 
Your Slights to me live yet recorded here, 

Nor can your forc'd Submiſſions now remove them: 
Ximena's ſofter Heart has rais d me to 
A Flame, that gives at once Revenge and Rapture. 
How far Don Henrick may reſent the Change, 
I neither know, nor with Concern ſhall hear; 
Nap, truſt your injur d Patience to inflame him. 
| Bel. Inhuman! vain Provoker of my Heart, 
1 I need not urge the Ills that muſt o'ertake thee 
| Thy giddy Paſſions will, without my Aid, 
| Puniſh their Guilt, and to themſelves be fatal. 
 Ximena's Heart is fix d as far above 
| Thy Hopes, as Truth and Vertue from thy Soul, 
| To her avenging Scorn J yield thy Love; = 
There, faithleſs Wretch! indulge thy vain Defires, 
And ſtarve, like tortur'd Tantalus, in Plenty: 
Gaxe on her Charms, forbidden to thy Taſte, 
Famiſh'd and pining at the tempting Feaſt, 
Still rack d, and reaching at the flying FalfS 
Purſue thy Falſhood, and embrace Defpaif,” I Exit. 
D. San. So raging Winds, in furious Storms, ariſe, 
1 Whirlo'er our Heads, and are, when paſt, forgotten. 
ll! Enter Alonzo... = 
'} Alon. Why, Sanchez, are you ſtill reſolv'd on Ruin? 
| I met Belzara, in diſorder'd haſte, Ng . 
At Sight of me ſhe ſtopt, and wou'd have ſpoke, 
But Griet, alas! was grown too ſtrong for Words: 
When turning, from my View, her mournful Eyes, 
She burſt into a Show'r of guſhing Tears, | 
And in the Conflict of her Shame retir'd: 
O yet collect your Temper into Thought, 
And ſhun the Precipice that gapes before you; 
A Moment hence, convinc'd, your Eyes will ſee 
Ximena parted from your Hopes for ever. | 
D. San. Why doſt thou double thus my new Diſquiets? 
For Pains fore ſeen are felt before they come. ; 
Enter K'n2 Gormaz, Alvarez, Carlos, Ximena, 4c. 
Alon, Behold the King ! Alvarez, and her Father, 


* 
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Be wiſe, tho late, and profit from the Iſſue. 

King. Count Gormax, you, and you Alvarez, hear; 
Tho'in the Camp your Swords, in Court your Counſel, 
Have juſtly rais'd your Fameto envy d Heights, 

Yet let me ſtill deplore your Race and you, 
That from a long Deſcent of Lineal Heat, 
Your private Feuds as oft have ſhook the State, 
And what's the Source of this upheld Defiance ? 
Alas! the ſtubborn Claim of antient Rank, 
Held from a two-daysantedated Honour, 
Which gave the younger Houſe Preheminence, 
How many valiant Lives have eas d our Foes 
of Fear, deſtroy'd by this conteſted Tit! >; 
And what's decided by this endleſs Valour. 
hoſe Honour yet confeſſes the Superior ? 
While both daredie, the Quarrel is immortal: 
or fay that Force, on one Part, has prevail'd, 
there ſuch Merit in unequal Strength? 
If Violence is Vertue, Brutes may boaſt it: 
ions with Lions grapple, and diſpute; 
But Men are only great, truly victorious, 
hen with fperior Reaſon they ſubdue. 
an you then think you are, in Honour, bound 
o heir the Follies of your Anceſtors? 
Since they have left you Vertues and Renown, 
ranſmit not to Poſterity their Blame. 
Alv. and Gor. My Gracious Lord 
King. Yet hold, I'll hear you both. 
Of your Compliance, Gormax, I've no Doubt, 
his Quarrel, in your nobler Breaſt, was dying, 
Had not, Alvarez, you revivd it. 
Alu. I! | | 
herein, my Gracious Lord, ſtand I ſuſpe&ed ? | 
King. What elſe could mean that ſullen Gloom you wore, 
hat conſcious Diſcontent, ſo ill conceal'd 
n your abrupt Retirement from our Court, 
en late the valiant Count was made our General? 
ast not your own Requeſt, you might reſign it? 
hich tho, tis true, you long had fill d with Honour, 
as it for you to circumſccibe our Choice ? 
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T' oppoſe, from private Hate, the publick Good, 


I bat flouriſh ſtill upon this hoary Brow, 


24 The HEROI CK DAUGHTER. 


And. in his Caſe, whoſe Merit had preferr'd him? 
When hisfierce Temper, from Reflection calm, 
Inclin d to let the Embers of his Heat expire, 

Was it well done thus to revive the Flame, 

To wake his jealous Honour to Reſentment, 

And ſhake that Union we had laid to heart? 

If thou haſt ought to urge, that may defend 

Thy late Behaviour, or accuſe his Conduct, 

Untold it free, we are prepar d to hear. 

Alv. Alas! my Lord, the World misjudges me, 

My Hate ſuppos'd, is not ſo deeply rooted, 

Age hasallay'd thoſe Fevers of my Honour, 

And weary Nature now wou'd reſt from Paſſions. 
The noble Count, whoſe warmer Blood may boil, 
Perhaps is ſtill my Foe; I am not his, 5 = 
Nor envy him thoſe Honours of his Merit. 
Where Vertue is, I dare be juſt, and ſee it. 

Your Majeſty has ſpoke your Wiſdom in 

Your Choice, for I have ſeen his Arm deſerveit ; 
In all the Sieges, Battles, I have won, 

I knew not better to command, than he 
Toexecute: Thoſe Wreaths of Victory, 


Impartial I confeſs, his active Sword 
Has lopt from Heads of Moors, and planted there. 
King. How has Report, my Gormax, wrong'd this Man 
Alv. Nor was the Cauſe ot my Retirement more, 
Than that I found it time to caſe my Age, 
Unfit for farther Action, and bequeath | 
My Son the needleſs Pomp of my Poſſeſſions. 
King. Is't poſſible? Couldſt thou conceal this Goodne 
Cou'd ſecret Vertue take ſo firm a Root, 
While Slander, like a Canker, kill'd its Beauties? 
Gormaz, if yet thou art not Paſſion's Slave, 
Take thou thyſelf the Glory to reward him. : 
Gor. MyLord, the Paſſions, that have warm'd this Bre 
Yet never ſtirr'd but in the Cauſe of Honour. | 
Honour's the Spring that moves my active Life, 
And Life's a Torment, while that's Right invaded. 
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Shew me the Man whoſe Merit claims my Love, Wil , 
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Whoſe milder Virtues modeſtly aſſail me, 


And Honour throws me to his Arms a Friend. 

In proof of this, there needs butnow to own, 

The generous Advances of Alvarez | 

Have turn'd my fierce Reſentments into Shame. 

What can I more ? My Words but faintly {peak me: 

But ſince my King ſeems pleas d with my Converſion, 

My Heart and Ams are open to embrace him. | 
King. Receive him, Soldier, to thy Heart, and give 

Your King this Glory of your mutual Conqueſt. [They em- 
Xim. Auſpicious Omen! | brace, 
Car. O tranſporting Hope 
D. San. Adders andSerpents mix in their Embraces. Apart. 
King. O Gormax ! O Alvarez ! ſtop not here, 

Confine not to your iel ves your ſtinted Virtue; 


|. But, in this noble Ardour of your Hearts, 


Secure to your Poſterity your Peace: ¶ Carlos and Ximena 
Behold the lifted Hands, that beg the Bleſſing, [ kneel, 


The Hearts that burn to ratify the Joy, 


And to your Heirs unborn tranſmit the Glory. 
Gor, Receive her, Carlos, from a Father's Hand, 
Whoſe Heart by Obligations was ſubdu'd. 


Av. Accept, Xamena, all my Age holds dear, 
Not to my Bounty, but thy Merit due. 


King. O manly Conqueſt !. O cxalted Worth! 
What Honours can we offer to applaud it? 
To grace this Triumph of Ximena's Eyes, 
Let publick Jubilee conciude the Day: 
Sound all our ſprightly Inſtruments of War, 


Fifes, Clarions, Trumpets, ſpeak the general Joy. 


Alv. Raiſe high the Clangor of your lofty Notes, 

Sound Peace at home . 
Gor. And Terror to our Foes. | 
King. Let the loud Cannon from the Ramparts roar, 

| Gor. And make thefrighted Shores of Africk ring. | 
Car. Long live, and ever-glorions live, the King. 

 [Treampers andVolleys at a Diſtance, 

Alu. O may this glorious Day for ever ſtand 


Fam'd in the Rolls of late recorded Time. 
King. This happy Union =_ my Lords, we now 
4 | * | 
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Muſt crave your Counſel in our State's Defence 
Letters this Morn alarm us with Deſigns 
The Moors ars forming to invade our Realms; 


But let them be, we're now E to meet them, 


The Prince that would ſit free from foreign Fears, 
Shou d firſt with Peace compoſe mteſtine Fars; 

Of Hearts united while ſecure at Home, | 
His raſh Invaders to their Graves muſt come. 


ACT BB . 
Enter Don Sanchez. 


ELENTLESS Fortune! thou haſt done thy Part, 
Neglected nothing to oppoſe my Love; 
But thou ſhalt find, in thy Deſpight, Til on; 
Wer't thou not blind indeed, thou hadſt foreſeen 
The Honour done this Hour to old Alvarez, 
His being nam'd the Prince's Governor, 
(Which i well know th ambitious Gormaz aim'd at) 
Muſt, like a Wildfire's Rage, embroil their Union, 
Rekindle Jealouſies in Gormax Heart, 
Whoſe tatal Flame muſt bury all in Aſhes : 
But ſee, he comes, and ſeems to ruminate, 
With penſive Grudge, the King's too partial Favour. 
Sorma on the other Side. 


| Gor, The King, methinks, is ſudden in his Choice 


Tis true, I never ſought (but therefore is 

Not leſs the Merit) nor obliquely hinted, 

That I defir'd the Office He has heard af 
Me ſay, the Prince, his Son, I thought was now 
Of Age to change his pratling Female Court, 


And claim'd a Governor's inſtructive Guidance h- 


Th Advice, it ſeems, was fit. but not th' Adviſer — 


Be't ſo—— why is Alvarez then the Man? 
He may be qualify'd, Ill not diſpute 
But was not Gormaz too of equal Merit? 
Let me not think Alvarez plays me foul. 


That cannot be—— he knew I would not bear it | 


And yet why he's ſo ſuddenly preterr'd— 
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Ill think no more on't—— Time will ſoon reſolve me. 
D. San. Not to diſturb, my Lord, your graver Thoughts, 


May I preſume 


Gor. Don Sanchez may com mand me. 


This youthful Lord is ſworn our Houſe's Friend, 7 
| Ifthere'sa Cauſe for jealous Thoughts, he'll fin4 —. Aſide. 


D. San. I hear, my Lord, the King has freſh Advice re- 


; Of adeſign'd Invaſion from the Moors: 5. "LOU 


n 


Holds it confir mid, or is it only Rumour ? 

Gor. Such new Alarms indeed his Letters bring, 
But yet their Grounds ſeem'd doubt ful at the Council. 
D. San. May it not prove ſome Policy of State? 

Some bugbear Danger ot our own creating ? 
The King, I have obſerv'd, is skill d in Rule, 
Perfect in all the Arts of tempering Minds, 


And. forthe Publick Good can give Alarms 
Where Fears are not, and huſh them where they are. 


Gor. Tis ſo! he hints already at my Wrongs. {[ Aſide, 
D. San. Not but ſuch Prudence well becomes a Prince: 


: For Peace at home is worth his deareſt Purchaſe : 


& Yet he that gives his juſt Reſentments up, 
Tho' honour'd by the Royal Mediation, 
And ſees his Enemy enjoy the Fruits, 
& Muſt have more Vertues than his King to bear it 
Perhaps, my Lord, I am not underſtood, 
Nay, hope, my jealous Fears have no Foundation; 
But when the Ties of Friendſhip ſhall demand it, 


Don Sanchez wears a Sword that will revenge you. | Going. 


Gor. Don Sanchez, ſtay—— I think thou art my Friend, 
Thy noble Father oft has ſerv'd me in Sex 
The Cauſe of Honour, and his Cauſe was mine. 
What thou haſt ſaid, ſpeaks thee Balthaxars Son, 
need not praiſe thee more—— If I deſerve 
Thy Love, refuſe not what my Heart's concern d 
Toask ; ſpeak freely of the King, of me, 
Of old Alvarez, of our late Alliance, 
And what has follow'd ſince; then ſum the Whole, 
And tell me, truly, where the Account's unequal, 

D. San. My Lord, you honour with too great a Truſt 
The judgment of my unexperienc'd Vears; | 

C 3 Yet 
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Yet for the Time] haveobſerv'd on Men, | 

ve always found the generous open Heart / ] 

Betray'd, and made the Prey of Minds below it. / 

O! *tis the Curſe of manly Vertue, that 

Cowards, with Cunning, are too ſtrong for Heroes : ] 

And ſince you preſs me to unfold my Thoughts, Ws 

I grieve to ice your Spirit ſo defeated, | | 
1 
I 


Your juſt Reſentments, by vile Arts of Court, 
Begu:l'd, and melted to reſign their Terror. 
Your honeſt Hate that had, for Ages ſtood 
Unmov'd, and firmer from your Foe's Defiance, 
Now ſapp'd, and undermin'd by his Submiſſion. 
Alvarez knew you were impregnable 
To Force, and chang'd the Soldier for the Stateſman ; 
While you were yet his Foe profeſs'd, Za 
He durſt not take theſe Honours o'er your Head; 
Had you till held him at his Diſtance due, 
He would have trembled to have ſought this Office, 
When once the King inclin'd to make his Peace, 
1 aw too well the Secret on the Anvil, 
And ſoon toretold the Favour that ſucceeded, 
Alas! this Project has been long concerted, 
Reſolv'd in private twixt the King and him, 
Laid out and manag'd here by ſecret Agents; 
While he, good Man, knew nothing of the Honour, 
But, from his ſweet Repoſe, was dragg'd t' accept it. 
O! it inflames my Blood to think his Fear "7 18 
Shou'd get the Start of your unguarded Spirit, 
And proudly vaunt it in the Plumes he ſtole 
From you. | | 
Gor. O Sanchez! thou haſt fir da Thought, 
That was before but dawning in my Mind: 
O] nowatreſhit ſtrikes my Memory, 
With whatdiſſembled Warmth the artful King 
Firſt charg'd his Temper with the Gloom he wore, 
When J ſupply d his late Commandof General. 
Then with what fawning Flattery to me, 
Alvarez, Fear diſguis'd his trembling Hate, 
And ſooth'd my yielding Temper to believe him. 
D. San. Not Flattery, my Lord; tho'I muſt grant, 
"Twas Praiſe well-tim'd, and therefore skiltul. Gor 


ws, rk 


'w A Ee . e mM. 


Te HERO TCE DAURHO TER. 39 


Gor. Now, on my Soul, from him 'twasloathſome Dau- 
I take thy Friendſhip, Sanchez, to my Heart; [bing 
And were not my Ximena raſhly promis d 
D. San. Ximena's Charms might grace a Monarch's Bed, 
Nor dares my humble Heart admit the Hope; 
Or, if it durſt, ſome fitter Time ſhou'd ſhew it, 
Reſults more preſſing now demand your Thought; 
Firſt eaſe the Pain of your depending Doubt, 
Divide this fawning Courtier from the Friend. 
Gor. Which way ſhall I receive, or thank thy Love? 
D. San. My Lord, you over-rate me now. but ſee, 
Alvarez comes now probe his hollow Heart, 
Now, while your Thoughts are warm with his Deceit, 
And mark how calmly he'll evade the Charge : 


My Lord, I'm gone. [Exit. 


Gor. I am thy Friend for ever. 
| | Enter Alvarez. 
Alv. My Lord, the King is walking forth to ſee 
The Prince, his Son, begin his Horſemanſhip ; 
If you're inclin'd to ſee him, Ill attend you. 
Gor. Since Duty calls me not, I've no Delight 
To be an idle Gaper on another's Buſineſs. 
You may indeed find Pleaſure in the Office, 
Which you've ſo artfully contriv d to fill. Np 
Alv. Contriv'd, my Lord! I'm ſorry ſuch a Thought 
Can reach the Man, whom you've ſo late embrac d. 
Gor. Men are not always what they ſeem : This Honour 
Which, inanother's Wrong, you've barter'd for, 
Was at the Price of thoſe Embraces bought. 
Alv. Ha! bought! tor Shame ſuppreſs this poor Suſpi- 


For if you think you can't but be convinc'd, [cion: 


The naked Honour of Alvarez ſcorns 

Such baſe Diſguiſe —- yet pauſe a moment 

Since our Great Maſter, with ſuch kind Concern, 
Himſelf has interpos'd to heal our Feuds, 

Let us not thankleſs rob him of the Glory, 

And undeſer ve the Grace by new falſe Fears. | 
Sor. Kings are, alas! but Men, and form'd like us, 
Subject alike to be by Men deceiv d: 


The bluſhing Court, from this raſh Choice, will ſee, 
| C 4 How 
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How blindly he o'erlooks ſuperior Merit. 
Cou'd no Man fill the Place but worn Alvarez ? | 
Alu. Worn more with Wounds and Victories than Age, 
Who ſtands before him in great Actions paſt ? 
But I'm to blame to urge that Merit now, 
Which will but ſhock what Reaſoning may convince. 
Gor. The fawning Slave! O Sanchez! how I thank thee! 
| | | ——| Aſide. 
Alv. You have a vertuous Daughter, I a Son, 4 
Whoſe ſofter Hearts our mutual Hands have rais'd 
Ev'n to the Summit of expected Joy 
It no Regard to me, yet let, at leaſt 
Your Pity of their Paſſions rein your Temper. 
Gor. O needleſs Care! to nobler Objects now 
That Son be ſure in Vanity pretends, | 
While his high Father's Wiſdom is preferr'd 
To guide and govern our Great Monarch's Son, 
His proud aſpiring Heart forgets Ximena; 
Think not of him, but your ſuperior Care, 
Inſtruct the Royal Youth to rule with Awe 
His future Subjects trembling at his Frown; 
Teach him to bind the Loyal Heart in Love, 
The Bold and Factious in the Chains of Fear ; 
E to theſe Vertues too your warlike Deeds, 
nflame him with the vaſt Fatigues you've born, 
But now are paſt, to ſnew him by Example, 
And give him in the Cloſer ſafe Renown. 
Read him whatſcorching Suns he muſt endure; 
What bitter Nights muſt wake, or ſleep in Arms, 
Tocountermarch the Foe, to give th' Alarm, 
And to his own great Conduct owe the Day. 
Mark him on the Charts the Order of the Battel, 
And make him from your Manuſcripts a Haro. 
Alv. Il-temper'd Man! thus to provoke the Heart, 
Whoſe tortur'd Patience is thy only Friend. 3 
Gor. Thou only to thy felt can ſt be a Friend; 
I tell thee, falſe Alvarez, thou haſt wrong'd me, 
Haſt baſely robb'd me of my Merit's Right, 
And intercepted our young Prince's Fame; 
His Youth with me had found the active Proof, 8 
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The living Practice of experienc'd War; | 
This Sword had taught him Glory in the Field, 
At once his great Example, and his Guard: 
His unfledg'd Wings from me had learnt to ſoar, 
And ſtrike at Nations trembling at my Name: 
This I had done, but thou, with ſervile Arts; 
Haſt fawning crept into our Maſter's Breaſt, 
Elbow'd ſuperior Merit from his Ear, | 
And, like a Courtier, ftole his Son from Glory. 

Alv. Hear me, proud Man——- for now I burn to ſpeak, 
Since neither Truth can ſway, nor Temper touch thee; 
Thus I retort with Scorn thy {land'rous Rage: 

Thou! thou the Tutor of a Kingdom's Heir! 

Thou guide the Paſſions of o er- boiling Youth, 
That can'ſt not in thy Age yet rule thy own! 

For ſhameretire, and purge th' imperious Heart, 
Reduce thy arrogant, ſelf- judging Pride, 

Correct the Meanneſs of thy groveling Soul, | 
Chaſedamn'd Suſpicion from thy manly Thoughts, 
And learn to treat with Honour thy Superior. 

Gor. Superior! Ha! dar'ſt thou provoke me, Traytor ? 

Alv. Unhand me, Ruffin, leſt thy Hold prove fatal. 

Gor. Take that, audacious Dotard ! [strikes him. 

Alv. O! my Blood! | 
Flow forward to my arm to chain this Tyger, 

If thou art brave, now bear thee like a Man, 
And quit my Honour of this vile Diſgrace. 

oY 2 [They fight, Alvarez is diſarm d. 
O feeble Life! I have too long endur'd thee. 

Gor. Thy Sword is mine; take back th' inglorious Tro- 
Which wou'd diſgrace thy Victor's Thigh to wear; [phy, 
Now, forward to thy Charge, read tothe Prince 
This Martial Lecture of thy fam'd Exploits; 

And from this wholeſome Chaſtiſement, learn thou 
To tempt the Patience of offended Honour. [ Exit. 
Alv. O Rage! O wild Deſpair! O helpleſs Age. 
Wert thou but lent me to ſurvive my Honour? 
Am I with martial Toils worn grey, and ſee 
At laſt one Hour's Blight lay waſte my Laurels? 
Is this fam'd Arm to me alone defenceleſs ? 
; £3 Has 
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Has it ſo often prop'd this Empire's Glory, 
Fenc'd like a Rampart, the Caſtilian Throne, 
To me alone diſgraceful? to its Maſter uſeleſs? 
O ſharp Remembrance of departed Glory! 
O fatal Dignity, too dearly purchas'd ! | 
Now, haughty Gormaz, now guide thou my Prince; 
Inſulted Honour is unfit t' approach him: | 
And thou once glorious Weapon, fare thee well, 
Old Servant, worthy of an abler Maſter, 
Leave now for ever his abandon'd Side, 
And to revenge him grace ſome nobler Arm. 
My Son! | 
| Enter Carlos. 
O Carlos! can'ſt thou bear Diſhonour ? 
Car. What Villain dare occafion, Sir, the Queſtion ? 
Give me his Name, the Proof ſhall anſwer him. 
Alv. O juſt Reproach! O prompt reſentful Fire! 
My Blood rekindles at thy manly Flame, £5 
And glads my labouring Heart with Youth's Return. 
Up, up, my Son. I cannot ſpeak my Shame 
Revenge, Revengeme! : 
Car. O my Rage! of what? 
Alv. Of an Indignity fo vile my Heart 
Redoubles all its Torture to repeat it. 
A Blow! a Blow, my Boy! 
Car. Diſtraction! Fury! | 
Alu. In vain, alas! this Feeble Arm affail'd 
With mortal Vengeance the Aggreſſor's Heart: 
He dally'd with my Age, o'erborn, inſulted; 
Therefore to thy young Arm, for ſure Revenge, 
My Soul's Diſtreſs commits my Sword and Cauſe: 
Purſue him, Carlos, to the World's laſt Bounds, 
And from his Heart tear back our bleeding Honour, 
Nay, to inflame thee more, thou'lt find his Brow 
Cover'd with Laurels, and far fam'd his Proweſs; 
Oh! I have ſeen him dreadful in the Field, 
Cut through whole Squadrons his deſtructive Way, 
And ſnatch the Gore-dy'd Standard from the Foe. 
Car. O rack not with his Fame my tortur'd Heart, 
That burns to know him, and eclipſe his Glory. 
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Alv. Tho' I foreſee twill ſtrike thy Soul to hear it, 
Vet ſince our gaſping Honour calls for thy 
Relief O Carlos! tis Ximena's Father 
. - | | 
Alv. Pauſe not for a Reply—— I know thy Love, 
I know the tender Obligations of thy Heart, 
And ev'n lend a Sigh to thy Diſtreſs. 
I grant Ximena dearer than thy Lite; 
But wounded Honour muſt ſurmount them both. | 
I need not urge thee more, thou know'ft my Wrong, 
Tis in thy Heart, and in thy Hand the Vengeance: 
Blood only is the Balm for Grief like mine; 
Which till obtain d. I will in Darkneſs mourn, 
Nor lift my Eyes to Li ht, till thy Return: 
But hafte, o'ertake this Blaſter of my Name, 
Fly ſwift to Vengeance, and bring back my Fame. Exit. 
Car. Relentleſs Heaven! is all thy Thunder gone? 
Not one Bolt left to finiſh my Deſpair ? | 
Lie ſtill my Heart, and cloſe thy deadly Wound; 
Stir not to Thought, Reflection is thy Ruin: | 
But ſee, the frighted poor Ximena comes, | 
And, with her Tremblings, ſtrikes thee cold as Death. 
My helpleſs Father too, o'erwhelm'd with Shame, | 
| Begs his Diſmiſſion to his Grave with Honour. 
Ximena weeps, Heart-pierc'd Alvarez groans: 
Rage lifts my Sword, and Love arreſts my Arm; 
O double Torture of, diſtracting Woe! 5 
ls there no Mean betwixt theſe ſharp Extreams? 
| Muſt Honour periſh, if I ſpare my Love? 
| Oignominious Pity ! ſhameful Softneſs! 
Mult I, to right Alvarez, kill Ximena? 
| Ocruel Vengeance! O Heart-wounding Honour ! 
Shall I forſake her in her Soul's Extreams, 
Depreſs the Vertue of her filial Tears, 
And bury in a Tomb our Nuptial Joy? 
Shall that juſt Honour that ſubdu d her Heart, 
Now build its Fame relentleſs on her Sorrows. 
Inſtruct me, Heav'n, that gav ſt me this Diſtreſs, 
To chuſe, and bear me worthy of my Being! 


| 
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O Love! forgive me, if my hurry'd Soul 

Shou'd act with Error in this Storm of Fortune! 

For Heav'n can tell what Pangs I feel to fave thee ! 
But, hark! the Shrieks of drowning Honour call! 
Tis ſinking, gaſping, while I ſtand in Pauſe, 

Plunge in my Heart, and fave it from theBillows. 

It will be ſo-— the Blow's too ſharp a Pain, 

And Vengeance has, at leaſt, this jaſt Excuſe, 


That even Ximena bluſhes, while I bear it; 


Her generous Heart, that was by Honour won, 
Muſt, when that Honour's ſtain'd, abjure my Love. 
O Peace of Mind, farewel! Revenge, I come! 

And raiſe thy Altar on a mournful Tomb. 


— 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


Garcia and Gormaz. 


Gor. nE King is Maſter of his Will and me. 


But be it as it may——what's done's irrevocable, 


Gar. My Lord, you ill receive this Mark of Fayour, 
And, while thusobſtinate, inflame your Fault. 
When Sovereign Power deſcends toask of Subjects 
The due Submiſſion, which its Will may force, 


- Your Danger's greater trom ſuch {lighted Mildneſs, | 


Than ſhou'd you diſobey its full Commands, 

Gor. The Conſequence, perhaps, may prove it ſo, 
Gar. Have you no Fear of what his Frown may do? 
Gor. Has he no Fear of what my Wrongs may do? 

Men of my Rank are not in Hours undone; 

When I am cruſh'd, I fall with Vengeance round me, 
Gar. Theraſh Indignity you've done Alvarez, 

Without ſome Proot of Wrong, bears no Excuſe. 
Gor. 1am my ſelf the Judge of what feel; 

I feel him falſe, and feeling muſt reſent. | 
Gar. Shall it be deem'd a Falſhood to accept 

A Dignity by Royal Hands conferr d? 
Gor. He ſhou't have way'd it; firſt conſulted me: 


He 


ble 


He 


le might have held me ſtill his Friend ſincere, 
Have ſhar d my Fortunes, as a Friend intreating; 


But baſely thus to out me of my Right, 


By treacherous Acts to do me private Wrong, 
Is what I never can forgive, and have reſented. 
Gar. But in this Violence you offend the King, 
The Sanction of whoſe Choice claim d more Regard. 
Gor. Why am I fretted with theſe Chains of Honour, 
Leſs free than others in my juſt Reſentments; 
Who,-unprovok'd my ſelf, do no Man wrong, 
But, injur'd, am as Storms implacable. 
Gar. My Lord, this ſtubborn Temper will undo you. 
Gor. Then, Sir, Alvarez will be fatisfy'd. 
Gar. Be yet perſuaded, and compoſe this Broil. 
Gor. My Reſolution's fix'd; let's wave the Subject. 
Gar. Will you refuſe all Terms of Reparation? 
Gor. All! all! that are not from my Honour due! 
Gar. Dare you not truſt that Honour with your King ? 
Gor. My Life's my King's! my Honour is my own. 
Gar. What's then in ſhort your Anſwer? For the King 
Expects it on my firſt Return. 
Gor. Tis this, | ; | 
That I dare die, but cannot bow to Shame. 
Gar, My Lord, I take my Leave. 


Gor. Don Garcia's Servant. Exit Garcia. 


Who fears not Death, ſmiles at the Frowns of Power. 
I Enter Carlos. 
Cay. My Lord, your Leave to talk with you. 
Gor, Be free. | 
did expect you on this late Occaſion. 
Car. I'm glad to find you do my Honour right, 
And hope you'll not refuſe it wrong'd Alvarez. 
Gor, He had a Sword to right himſelf. | 
Car. That Sword is here. 


Gor. Tis well; the Place and let our Time be ſhort. 


Car. One Moment's Reſpite for Ximena's ſake, 
She has not wrong d me, and my Heart would ſparc her; 
We both, without a Stain toeither's Honour, 
May pity her Diſtreſs, and = to ſave her, 
Nor need I bluſh, that J ſuſpend my Cauſe, 
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engeance her ſure Woes are blended ; 


Not for my ſelf, but for her tender ſake, 
I bend me to the Earth, and beg for Mercy. 


Loet not her Vertues ſuffer for her Love; 


O! laynot on her Innocence the Grief 

Of a mourn'd Father's, or a Lover's Blood : | 

O! ſpare her Sighs, young her ſtreaming Tears; 

Stop this Effuſion of my bleeding Honour, 

And heal, it poſſible, its Wounds with Peace. 
Gor. What you have offer d for Ximena's lake, 


Will, in her Gratitude, be full repaid; 


And for the Peace you ask, that's yours to give. 
Submiſſionꝰ tis in vain to hope, for know . 

T bave this Hour refus'd it to the King. 
Thy Father's Arts baſely betray'd my Friendſhip ; 
I felt the Wrong, and, as I ought, reveng d it, 


We re now on equal Terms: but if his Cauſe 


80 is in thy Heart, that thou reſolv ſt, 
With fruitleſs Vengeance, to provoke my Rage, 
Then thou, not I, art Author of thy Ruin. 

Car. Support me now, Ximena, guard my Heart, 


And bar this preſſing Provocation's Entrance. 3 Ajit 


Have I. my Lord, in Perſon wrong'd you? 
„ 
Car. Why then theſe fatal Cruelties to me? 
That I muſt loſe, or wrong Ximena's Love? 
For ſhe muſt ſcorn me, ſhou'd I bear my Shame 
Or fly me, tho my Honour ſhou'd revenge it. 
Gor. Place that to thy Misfortune, not to me. 
Car. Not to you? 
Am I not forc'd by Wrongs, I bluſh to name, 
To proſecute this fatal Reparation? 


Which, had you Temper, or a Feeling here; 


Had you the Spirit to confeſs your Error, 
Your Heart's Confuſion had ſubdu d Alvarez, 
And thrown you at his injur'd Feet for Pardon. 
Gor. If thou comeſt here to talk me from my Senſe, 
Or thinks with Words t' extenuate his Guilt, 
Thou offer'ſt to the Winds thy forceleſs Plea, 
I will not bear the mention of his Truth; 1 
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And juſtifies a worſe Revenge than I have taken. | 
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47 
His Falſhood's here, *tis rooted in my Heart, h 


Car. O Patience! Heav'n! O tortur d Rage! Not ſpeak ! 
The pious Pangs of my torn Soul inſulted ! 
Have I for this bow'd down my humble Knee, 
To {well thy Triumph o'er my Father's Wrongs, 
And hear him tainted with a Traytor's Practice? 
O give me back that vile ſubmiſſive Shame, 
That I may meet thee with retorted Scorn, 
And right my Honour with untainted Vengeance: 
Yet no withold it, take it to acquit my Love! 


| That Sacrifice was to Ximena due, 


Her helpleſs Sufferings claim'd that Pang: And ſince 


I cannot bring Diſhonour to her Arms, 


Thus my rack'd Heart pours forth its laſt Adieus, 
And makes Libation of its bleeding Peace ; 
Farewel, dear injur'd Softneſs-— follow me. 

Gor. Lead on yet hold! ſhould we together forth, 
It may create Suſpicion, and prevent us: | 
Propoſe the Place, I'll take ſome different Circle. 

Car. Behind the Ramparts, near the Heftern Gate. 

_ Gor. Expect me on the Inſtant. 
Car. Poor Ximena! | [ Exit. 

Gor. Deep as Reſentment lodges in my Heart, 

It feels ſome Pity there for Carlos Paſſion—— 

It ſhall be ſo-— his brave Reſentment's juſt: | 

| { Writes in Tablets, 
And hard his Fate both Ways this Legacy 
Shallright my Honour, and my Enemy. (Exit. 

Enter Belzara and Ximena. 

Bel. Look up, Ximena, and ſuppreſs thy Fears, 

What tho a tranſient Cloud o'ercaſt thy Joy, 

Shall we conclude from thence a Wreck mult follow ? 

Xim. Can I reſiſt the Fears that Reaſon forms? 
Have I not cauſe to tremble in the Storm? 


While Danger, Ruin, and Deſpair's in view ? 


Can I reflect on good Alvarex Shame? 


Whoſe generous Heart took pity on our Love, 


And not let falla gratetul Tear to mourn it? 
Can ] behold fierce Carlos, ſtung with his Diſgrace, 
* | "ks 
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Breaking like Fire from theſe weak-holding Arms, 
And not ſink down with Terror at his 7 4 {ah 
Muſt1 not tremble, for the Blood may follow ? 
- ” his Arm my hapleſs Father falls, 
Am I not forc'd with Rigour to revenge him ? 
If Carlos by my Father's Sword ſhould bleed, 
Am I not bound with double Grief to mourn him ? 
One gave me Life, ſhall I not revere him? 
The other is my Life, can I ſurvive him? L 
Bel. Her Griefs have ſomething of ſuch mournful Force, 
That tho' not equal to my own, I feel them. t 
Xim. Carlos you ſee too ſhuns my Sight, no News, 
No Tidings yet arrive, tho I have ſent | 
My ſwifteſt Fears a thouſand ways to find him. 
Who can ſupport theſe Terrors of Suſpenſe? 
Bel. Be not thus torn with wild uncertain Fears, 
Carlos may yet arrive, and fave your Peace: 
Heis too much a Lover to reſiſt | 
The tender Pleadings of Ximena's Sorrow 3 
One Word, one Sigh from you arreſts his Arm, 
And makes the Tempeſt of his Rage ſubſide. 
Xim. And fay that I could conquer him; with Tears, 
And Terrors couid ſubdue his piteous Heart, 
To yield his Honour and its Cauſe to Love, 
What will the World not ſay of his Compliance? 
Can I be happy in his Fame's Diſprace ? 
Can Love ſubſiſt on Shame, that ſprung from Honour? 
Shall 1 reduce him to ſuch hard Contempt, - 
And raiſe on Infamy our Nuptial Joy? 
Ah no! no Means are left for my Relief: 
Let him reſiſt, or yield to my Diſtreſs, 
Or Shame, or Sorrow's ſure to meet me. 
Bel. Ximena has, I ſee, a Soul refin'd, 
Too Great, too Juſt, too Noble to be Happy: 
True Vertue muſt deſpair from this vile World 
To crown its Days with unallay'd Reward. — 
But ſee, your Servant is return d! Good News, 
Kind Heaven! LET x 
Enter a Page. 
Xim, Speak quickly, haſt thou ſeen Don Carlos? 
| Page. 
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Page. Madam, where your Commands directed ine, 
Ive made the ſtricteſt Search in vain to find him. 6-4 

Xim. Now, now Belzara, where's that Hope thou 
 gav'it me? | | ES 
Bel. Nor haſt thou gain'd no Knowledge of his Steps? 
Has no one ſeen him paſs, or heard of him? 
Page. As Ireturn d, the Centinel, that guards 
The Gate, inform'd me, that he ſaw him ſcarce 
Ten Minutes hence paſs in diſorder'd Haſte 
From out this very Houſe alone. 
Bel. Alore?? | 5 
Page. Alone, and after ſoon my Lord, wrapt in 
His Cloke, without a Servant, follow'd him. 
Xim. O Heavin! : 
Bel. No Servant; ſaidſt thou? 
Page. None, and as 
My Lord came forth, the Soldier ſtanding to 
His Arms, he ſign'd Forbiddance, and reply d, 
Beſure you ſaw me not. . 75 
Xim. Then Ruin's ſure, 5 
They are engag d, and fatal Blood muſt follow : 
Excuſe, my Dear, this Hurry of my Fate, 
One Moment loſt may prove an Age too late. [Exit, 
Bel. Howe'er my own Afflictions preſs my Heart, 
I bear a Part in poor Ximena's Grief, 
Tho even the worſt that can befal her Hopes, 
May better be endur'd than what I feel ! 
O! nothing can deſtroy her Lover's Truth 
Carlos may prove Unhappy, not Inconſtant; 
Whate'er Diſaſters may obſtruct her Joy, 
The Comfort of his Truth is ſure to find her; 
That Thought; ev'n Painsof parting may remove, 
Or fill up all the Space of Abſence with Delight. 
But I, alas! am left to my Deſpair alone, 
Confin'd to ſigh in Solitude my Woes; 
Or hice with Anguiſh what I bluſh to bear. | 
In vain the Woman's Pride reſents my Wrongs, | 
Unconquer'd Love maintains his Empire ſtill, 
ind with new Force inſults my Heart's Reſiſtance. 
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| Enter Alonzo haſtily. 
Alon. Your Pardon, Madam. Have you ſeen Lord Gyy. 


T 

I come to warn him that he ſtir not hence, Lmaz?! E 
The Guards are order d to attend his Doors. 2 
Bel. Alas they are too late! Carlos and he At 
Are both gone forth, tis fear d with fatal Purpoſe ; H. 
And poor Ximena drown'd in Tears has follow'd em. A 
Alon. Then *tis indeed too late: I wiſh my Friend, W 
The raſh Don Sanchez, has not blown this Fire. = = 
Be not concern'd, Madam, I know your Griefs, Tc 
And, as a Friend, have labour'd to prevent'em. II 
You have not told Ximena of his Falſhood ? | An 
Bel. Alas! Idurſt not; knowing that her Friendfhip | 
Wou'd for my ſake ſo coldly treat F; s Vows, Bu! 
That 'twouꝰd but more provoke him to inſult me. Th 


Alon. You judge him right, Patience will yet recal him, MW Or 


Tis not his Love, but Pride, purſues Ximena, Per 
A youthful Heat, that with the Toil will tire: No 
Be comforted, Fl! ſtill obſerve his Steps, Th 
And, when ] find him ſtaggering, catch him back But 
To Love, and warm him with his Vows of Honour : Sub 
But Duty calls me to the King Shall I No 
Attend you, Madam? 9 Wh 
Bel. Sir, I thank your Care, | Wh 

My near Concern for poor Ximena's Fate, BY We 
Keeps me impatient here, till her Return.  [Exeunſ Rec 
Enter King, Garcia, Sanchez, Attendants. Of 

King. Since mild Intreaties fail, our Power ſhall force hin The 
Cou'd he ſuppoſe his Inſult to our Perſon offer d, And 
His Outrage done within our Palace- Walls, | G 

| Deſerv'd 6 Lenity we've deign'd toſhew him: Mut 
Is yet Alonzo with our Orders gone? Thi 
Gar. He is, my Lord, but not return d. K 

D. San. Dread Sir! ge LY Too 
For what the Count has offer'd to Alvarez, » Ch 
I dare not plead Excuſe; but, as his Friend, May 
Would beg your Royal Leave to mitigate Let: 
His ſeeming Diſobedience to your Pleaſure, Be de 
Reſtraint, e. juſt, oppos d againſt = KU 


The Tide of Paſſion, makes the Current fiercer, 121 
ab 
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Which of itſelf, in time, had ebb'd to Reaſon ; © 
Your Will ſurpriz'd him in his Heart's Emotion, : 
Eer Thought had Leiſure to compoſe his Mind ; 
Great Souls are jealous of. their Honour's Shame, 
And bend reluctant to enjoin'd Submiſſion : 
Had your Commands oblig'd him to repair 
Alvarez! Wrongs, with Hazards in your Service; 
Were it to face y double-number'd Foe, 
To — the rapid Stream thro Showers of Fire, 
To force the Trenchment, or to ſtorm the Breach, 
Il anſwer he'd embrace with Joy the Charge, 
And march intrepid in commandsof Honour. 
King. We doubt not of his daring in the Field, 
But he miſtakes, if he concludes from thence, 
That to perſiſt in Wrong, is Height of Spirit, 
Or to have ated Wrong, is always baſe : 
perfection's not the Attribute of Man, ” 
Nor therefore can a Fault confeſs d degrade him; 
The loweſt Minds have Spirit to offend, 
But few can reach the Courage to confeſs it; 
Submitting to our Will, the Count had loſt 
No Fame, nor can we pardon his Refuſal : | 
What you have ſaid, Don Sanchez, ſpeaks the Friend; 
What we reſolve, tis fit ſhould ſpeak the King: 
We both have ſaid enough The Publick now - 
Requires our Thought: Weareinform'd Ten Sail 
Of warlike Veſſels, mann'd with our old Foes 
The Moors, werelate diſcover'd off our Coaſt, 
And ſteering to the River's Mouth their Courſe. 

Gar. The Lives, Sir, they have loſt in like Attempts 
Muſt make them cautious to repeat the Danger ; 
This is no Time to fear them. 

King. Nor contemn, PO 
Too full Security has oft been fatal. 
Cchſider with what Eaſe the Flood at Night 
May bring them downt' inſult our Capital. 
Let at the Port, and on the Walls, our Guards 
Be doubled, till the Morn, that Force may ſerve z 
Gormax hastim'd it ill to be in fault, 

When his immediate Preſence is requir d. 


D 2 Gar, 
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Gar. My Liege, 4lonzoisreturn'd. 
| Enter Alonzo. 
King. Tis well! 2 N 

Have you obey'd us? Is the Count confin'd ? Be 

| Alon. Your Orders, Sir, arriv'd unhappily W 

| I 0 oo late; the Count, with Carlos, was before 

Gone forth, to end their fatal Difference: 


As I came back, I met the gathering Croud Se 
In Fright, and hurrying to the Weſterz Gate, . 
Io ſee, as they reported, in the Field | 
The Body of {ome muder'd Nobleman. 
Struck with my Fears, I haſted to the Place, 
Where to my Senſes Horror, when arriv'd, 
J found them true, and Gormaz juſt expir'd: 
While fair Ximena, to adorn the Woe, 3 
/ Bath'd his pale breathleſs Body with her Tears, 
1 Calling with Cries for Juſtice on his Head, Th 
Whole rueful Hand had done the barbarous Deed: _. ? 
The pitying Crowd took part in her Diſtreſs, 1 
And join'd her moving Plaints tor due Revenge; Wi 
While ſome, in kinder Feeling of her Griefs, Bot 
 Remdv'd the mourntul Object from her Eyes, Aln 
And to the neighbouring Convent bore the Body, J 
Which, whencommitted to the Abbot's Care, EM 
I left the preſſing Throng to tell the News. Is þ 
King. Ximena's Griefsare follow'd with our own; Ha 
For tho', in ſome Degree, the haughty Count Anc 
Drew on himſelf the Son's too juſt Revenge, 8 Th: 
We cannot loſe, without a deep Concern, = 
So truea Subject, and ſo brave a Soldier: Tha 
However Pity may for Carlos plead, Cou 
Death ends his Failings, and demands our Grief, Has 
Alon. Sir, here in the Tablets of th' unhappy Count, The 
In his own Hand, theſe written Lines were found. My 
King. Alvarez wrong d me in my Maſter's Favour, K 
Carlos is brave, and has deſerv'd Ximena. [Readin _ X 
Strange, generous Spirit, now we pity thee. | Fall 
Alon. Behold, Sir, where the loſt Ximena comes, Shal 
O'erwhelm'd with Sorrow, to demand your Juſtice, = g 
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J | 
Xim. O Sacred Sir! forgive my Grief's Intruſion, 
Behold a helpleſs Orphan at your Feet, 
Who, for a Father's Blood, implores your Juſtice. 
Enter Alvarez, haſtily. 
Alv. O! turn, dread Royal = laſter, turn your Eyes, 
See on the Earth your faithful Soldier proſtrate, 85 
Whoſe Honour's juſt Revenge intreats your Mercy. 
Xim. O Godlike Monarch! hear my louder Cries! 
Alv. O be not to the Old and Helpleſs deaf! 
Xim. Revenge yourſelf, your violated Laws. 
Alv. Support not Violence in rude Aggreffors. 
Xim. Be greatly God, and do the Injur'd Juſtice. 
Alv. Be greater ſtill, and ſhew the Valiant Mercy. 
Xim. O, Sir! your Crown's Support and Guard is gone; 

The impious Carlos Sword has kill'd my Father. | 

Alv. And, like a pious Son, aveng'd his own. 
King, Riſe, fair Ximena! and Alvarez riſe! 

With equal Sorrow we receive your Plaints, 

Both ſhall be heard apart proceed Ximena: 

Alvarez, in your Place you ſpeak, be patient. 

Xim, What can I ſay? but Miſeries, like mine, 

May plead with plaineſt Truths their piteous Cauſe. 

Is he not dead? Is not my Father kill d? ET 

Have not theſe Eyes beheld his ghaſtly Wound, 

And mixt, with fruitleſs Tears, his ſtreaming Blood? 

That Blood which, in his Royal Maſter's Cauſe, 

So oft has ſprung him thro' your Foes Victorious; 

That blood, which all the raging Swords of War 

Cou'd never reach, a young preſumptuous Arm 

Has dar'd, within your View to ſacrifice! 

Theſe Eyes beheld it ſtream —— Excuſe my Grief, 

My Tears will better than my Words explain me. 
King, Take heart, Ximena, we're inclin'd to hear thee, 
Xim. O! ſhalla Life, ſo faithful to the King, ; 

Fall unreveng'd, and ſtain his Glory ? | 

Shall Mer it ſo important tothe State, 

Be left expos d to ſacrilegious Rage, | 

And fall the Sacrifice of private Paſſion ? 

Alvarez ſays, his Honour was inſulted ; | 

1 | D 3 Yet, 
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Yet, beitſo, was there no King to right it? 
Who better cou'd protect it than the Donor? 
Shall Carlos wreſt the Scepter from your Hand, 
And point the Sword of Juſtice whom to puniſn? 
O! it ſuch Outrage may eſcape with Pardon, 
Whoſe Life's ſecure from hisſelf- judging Rage? 
O where's Protection! if Ximena's Tears 
And tender Paſſion could not ſave her Father 
King. Alvarez, anſwer her. 5 
Alv. My Heart's too full; T7. 
Divided, torn, diſtracted with its Griefs: 
How can I plead poor Carlos Cauſe, when 
Am touch'd with Pity of Ximena's Woe ? 
Her ſuffering Piety has caught my Soul, 
And only leaves me Sorrow to defend me; 
Ximena has a Grief I cannot diſallow, | 
Nor dare I hope tor Pardon, but your Pity ; 
Carlos even yet may merit ſome Compaſſion, 
Perhaps I'm partial to his Piety, 
And ſee his Deeds with a fond Father's Eye, 
But that I ſtill muſt leave to Royal Mercy! 
O, Sir, imagin what the brave endure, 
When the chaſte Front of Honour is inſulted, 
Her Fame abus d, and raviſh'd by a Bio-. 
Oh piercing! piercing! muſt the Torture be, 
If ſoft ximena wanted Power t appeaſe it. 
Pardon this Weakneſs of O erflowing Nature, 
I cannot ſee ſuch filial Vertue periſnn, 
And not let fall a Tear to mourn its Hardſhip. 


Xim. O my divided Heart! O poor Alvarez. [ Aſide. 
King. Compoſe thy Griefs, my good old Friend, we 


feel them. 

Alv. If Gormaz' Blood muſt be with Blood reveng d, 
O do not, Sacred Sir! miſplace your Juſtice; 
Mine was the Guilt, and be on me the Vengeance: 
Carlos but ated what my Sufferings prompted, 
The fatal Sword was not his own, but mine; 
I gave it with my Wrongs into his Hand, 
Which had been innocent, had mine been able. 
On me your Vengeance will be juſt and mild! 


py 
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My Days, alas! are drawing to their End, 

But Carlos ſpar d, may yet live long to ſerve you. 

Preſerve my Son, and I embrace my Fate; 

Since he has fav'd my Honour from the Grave, 

Olay me gently there to reſt for ever. Ns 

King. Your mutual Plaintsrequireourtend'reſt Thought, 

Our Counſel ſhall be ſummond to aſſiſt us... * 5 

Look up, my Fair, and calm thy Sorrows, 

Thy King is now thy Father, and will right thee: 

Alvarez, on his Word, has Liberty; 

Be Carlos found to anſwer to his Charge. 

Sanchez,, wait you Ximena to her Reſt, 

Whom on the Morrow's Noon we full will anſwer. 
Hardis the Task of Fuſtice, where Diſtreſs Da, 
Excites our Mercy, yet demands Redreſs. [Exeunt. 


r — 
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Aer SNR 
Belara alone, in Ximena's Apartment. 


Bel. 8 v xx ſome ill boding Planet muſt preſide, 

Malignant to the Peace of tender Lovers! 
Undone Ximena! O relentleſs Honour! 2 
That firſt ſubdu d thy generous Heart, then rais'd 
Thy Lover's fatal Arm, to pierce it thro' _ 
Thy Father's Life, and make thy Vertue wretched: 
The hapleſs Carlos too is loſt for ever! 2&4 
Condemn'd to fly an Exile from her Sight, 
In whom he only lives! Oh Heay'n! he's here, 
His Miſeries have made him deſperate. 

x. Enter Carlos. 

Carlos, what wild Diſtraction has poſſeſs d thee, 
That thus thou ſeek'ſt thy Safety in thy Ruin? 
Is this a Place to hide thy wretched Head, 
Where Juſtice, and Ximena's ſure to find thee ? 
Car. I wou'd not hide me from Ximena's Sight, 


Baniſh'd from her, I every Moment die: „„ 
94 SO Since 
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Since I mu ſh, let her Frowns deſtro me, 
Her Anger ae the Sword of juſtice. 
Bel. Alas I pity thee, but would not have 
Thee tempt the firſt Emotions of her Heart, 
While Duty and Reſentment yet tranſport her : 
I'wait each moment her Return from Court, 5 
Which now, be ſure, will be with Friends attended. 
O fly! for Pity's fake, regard her Fame, 
Shou d you be ſeen, what muſt the World conclude. 7. 
Wou'd you increaſe her Miſeries, to have 
Malicious Tongues report her Love conceal'd 
Beneath the Roof, her Father's Murderer. 
But ſee, ſhe comes! O hide thee but a Moment! 
Lill not her Honour too, let that _—_— thee.[ Exit Carlos, 
Don Sanchez here! O Heav'ns! how Itremble. [ Rerires. 
Enter Sanchez * Ximena. 
D. San. This noble Conqueſt, Madam, of your Love, 
To After- Ages mũſt record your Fame; 
Juſt is your Grief, and your Reſentment great, 
And great the Victim that ſhou'd fall before it; 
But Words are empty Succours to Diſtreſs : 
Therefore command my Actions to relieve you. 
Wou'd you have ſure Revenge, empley this Sword, 
My Fortune and my Life is yours to right you; © 
Accept my Service, and you overpay it. 
Bel. O faithleſs, barbarous Man! but TI! divert 2 
Thy cruel Aim, and uſe my Power for * Adar. 
Xim. O miſerable me! 
Bel. Take Comfort, Madam. 
D. san. Belxara here! then l have loſt A Ocerllon 
Yet I may urge enough to give her Pain: [Aide 
Commanding me, you make your Vengeance ſure. 
Xim. That were t'offend the King, to whom I have 
Appeal d, and whence Inow mult only wait it. 
D. San. Revenge from Juſtice, Madam, moves lo low, 
That oit the watchful Criminal eſcapes it: 
Appeal to your Reſentment, you : ſecureſt. - 
Carlos, you found, would truſt no other Power, 
13255 tis but Juſt 1 you 85 him, as he wrong d your: 


* * 
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Bel. Alas! Don Sanchez, Madam feels not Love, 

He little thinks how Carlos fills your Heart; 

What ſhining Glory in his Crime appears; | 

What Pangs it coſt him to take part with Honour: 

That you muſt hate the Hand that could deſtroy him. 

Sanchez, to ſhew the real Friend, would uſe . 


His ſecret Int'reſt with the King to ſpare him; 
For tho' you're bound in Duty to purſue him, 


Yet Loye, alas! wou'd witha conſcious Joy, | 
Applaud the Power that could, unbid, av a him. 

Xim. O kind Belzara ! how thou feel ſt my Sufferings, 
vet I muſtthink, Don Sanchez means me well. 


D. San. Confuſion! how her ſubtile tongue has foil'd 


en,; ¶LAſide. 
Madam, ſome other time I'll beg your Leave 
To wait your ſervice and approve m y Friendſhip. 
Xim. Oh! every Friend, but Carlos, is at hand 
To help me! Grief, Sir, is unfit to thank you. 
D. San. Oh! if ſuch Beauties midſt her Sorrows ſhine, 
What darting Charms muſt point her ſmiling Eyes? [ Exit. 
Xim. At length I'm free at liberty to think, 
And give my Miſeries a Looſe of Sorrow. 
O Belzara ! Carlos, has kill'd my Father! l 
Weep! weep my Eyes! pour down your baleful Show'rs, 
Hethat in Grief ſhoy'd be my Heart's Support, 
Has wrought my Sorrows and muſt fall their Victim. 
When Carlos is deſtroy d. what Comfort's left me? 
Spite of my Wrongs he ſtill inhabits gere: | 
O ſtill his fatal Vertues plead his Cauſe; _ 
His filial Honour charms my Woman's Heart, 
And there even yet he combats with my Father. + 
Bel. Reſtrain theſe headſtrong Sallies of your Heart, 
And try with Slumbers to compoſe your Spirits. 
Xim. O! where's Repoſe for Miſery like mine? 
How grievous Heav'n! how bitter is my Portion? 
O ſhall a Parent's Blood cry unreveng'd! 
Stall impious Love ſuborn my Heart to pay 
His Aſhes but unprofitable Tears . 
And bury in my Shame the great Regards of Duty? 
Bel. Alas! that Duty is diſcharg'd; you have _ 
AW = - >... Appeald 
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Appeal d to Juſtice, and ſhou'd wait its Courſe. 
or are you bound with Rigour to enforce it; 
His hard Misfortunes may deſerve Compaſſion. 
Xim. Oh ! that they do deſerve it, is my Grief; 
Cou'd I withdraw my Pity from his Cauſe, 
Were Falſhood, Pride, or Inſolence his Crime, 
My juſt Revenge withouta Pang, ſhou'd reach him, 
But as he is ſupported with Excuſe, 5 
Detended by the Cries of bleeding Honour, 
Whoſe cruel Laws none but the Great obey; 
My hopeleſs Heart is tortur d with Extreams, 
It mourns in Vengeance, and at Mercy ſhudders, 
Bel. O what will be at laſt the dire Reſolve 
Of your afflicted Soul? | . 
Xim. There is but one 
Can end my Sorrows and preſerve my Fame; 
The ole Reſource my Miſeries can have, 


Is to purſue, * then meet him in the Grave. Going. 


rlos meets her. | 
Amazement! Horror! have my Eyes their Senſe? 
Or do my raving Griefs create this Phantom ? 
Support me! help me! hide me from the Viſion! * 


For tis not Carlos come to brave my Sorrows. Carlos kneel;, 


Bel. O turn your Eye! in pity of his Griefs, 
Reſign'd, and proſtrate at your Feet for Mercy. 
Lim. What will my Woes do with me? 

Bel. Now! e 5 oe; 
Now conquering Love ſhoot all thy Fires to ſave him; 
Now ſnatch the Palm from cruel Hofiour's Brow ; 
Maintain thy Empire, and relieve the Wretched: 

O hang upon his tongue thy thrilling Charms, 
To hold her Heart, and kill the Hopes of Sanchez. ¶ Exit. 
Car. O pierce not thus, with thy offended Eyes, 
The —— Heart that, of itſelf is breaking. 

Xim. Can I be wounded, and not ſhrink with Pain? 
Can I ſupport with Temper him that ſhed . 
My Father's Blood triumphant in my Ruin? 

O Carlos! Carlos! was thy Heart of Stone? 
Was nothing due to poor Ximena's Peace? 
O! *rwas not thus I felt new Pains for thee, 


when 
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When at my Feet thy Sighs of Love werepity'd,_ 
And all hereditary Hae — N | 7 
Tho' bound, in filial Honour, to inſult. 

Thy Flame, I broke thro all to crown thy Vows, 
And bore the Cenſureof my Race to fave thee: 

And am I thus requited ? left forlorn ? 

The tender Paſſion of my Heart deſpis d! 

Cou'd not my Terrors move one Spark of Mercy ? 
No mild Abatement of thy ſtern Revenge? 

T' excuſe thy Crime, or juſtify my Love? 

Car. O hear me but a moment. 

Xim. O my Heart! 

Car. One mournful word! 

Xim. Ah! leave me to deſpair! _ No 
Car. One dying laſt Adieu, then wreak thy Vengeance: 
Behold the Sword that has undone thee. | 

Kim. Ah! ſtain'd with my Father's Blood! O rueful Ob- 

. . eo A ect! 

Xim. Take hence that horrid Steel, 

That, while I bear thy Sight, arraigns my Vertue. . 

Car. Endure it rather to ſupport Reſentment, | 
T'inflame thy Vengeance, and to pierce thy Victim: 
lam more wretched than thy Rage can wiſh me. 

Xim. O cruel Carlos! in one Day thou haſt kill'd 
The Father with thy Sword, the Daughter with 


Thy Sight. O yet remove that fatal Object, 


cannot bear the Glare of its Reproach : | 

If thou would'ſt have me hear thee, hide the Cauſe, 

That wounds reflection to our mutual Ruin. 

Car. Thus I obey——but how ſhall I proceed? 

What Words can help me to deſerve thy Hearing? 

How can I plead my wounded Honour's Cauſe, 

Where injur'd Love and Duty are my Judges? 

Or how ſhall I repent me of a Crime, > EONS 

Which, uncommitted, had deſerv'd thy Scorn ? 

Yet think not; OI conjure thee! think not, 

But that I bore a thouſand Racks of Love, 

While my conflicting Honour preſs'd for Vengeance. 

Or I endur'd !: ſubmitted ev'n to Shame, 

Begg d, as for Life, for peaceful Reparation! . 80 
19 uʒt 
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But all in vain! like Water ſprinkled on 
A Fire, thoſe Drops but made him burnthe more, 
And only added to thy Father's Fierceneſs. 
 Reduc'd, atlaſt, to theſe Extreams of Torture, 
That I muſt be, or infamous, or wretched, _- 
I fav'd my Honour, and reſign d to Ruin. 
Nor think, Ximena, Honour had prevail'd, - 
But that thy nobler Soul oppos'd thy Charms, 
And told my Heart, none but the Brave deſerv d thee, 
Now having thus diſcharg d my Honour's Debt, 
And waſh'd my injur d Father's Stains away, 
What yet remains of Life, is due to Love. 
Behoid the Wretch, whoſe Honour's fatal Fame, 
Is founded on the Ruin of thy Peace; 
Receive the Victim, which thy Griefs demand, 
Prepar'd to bleed! and bending to the Blow. 
 Xim. O Carlos! I muſt take thee at thy Word, 
But muſt, with equal Juſtice too, diſcharge 
My Ties of Love, as fatal Bonds of Duty. 
O think not, tho? enforc'dto theſe Extreams, 
My Heart is yet inſenſible to thee! 8 
Ol l muſt thank thee for thy painful Pauſe; 
The generous Shame thy tortur d Honour bore, 
When at my Father's Feet my Suff rings threw thee. 
Can I preſent thee in that dear Confuſion, 
And not with grateful Sighs of Pity mourn thee? 
I can lament thee, but I dare not pardon x 
Thy Duty done, reminds me of my own; 
My filial Piety, like thine diſtreſs'd, 
. Compels me to be miſerably juſt, 
And asks my Lovea Victim tomy Fame: 
Yet think not Duty cou'd o'er Love prevail, 
But that thy nobler Soul aſſures my Heart, 


Thou would'ſt diſpiſe the Paſſion that cou'd fave thee. 
Car. Since I muſt die, let that kind Hand deſtroy me, 

Let not che Wretch, once honour'd with thy Love, 

Thy Carlos; once thought worthy of thy Arms, 

He dragg d a publick Spectacle to Juſtice; 

To draw the irkſome Pity of a Crowd, 

Who may, with vulgar Reaſon call thee cruel. 3 
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My Death, from thee, will elevate thy Vengeance, 
And ſhew, like mine, thy Duty fcorn'd Aſſiſtance. 

Xim. Shall I then take Aſſiſtance? and from thee? 

Accept that Vengeance from thy Heart's Deſpair ? 

No! Carlos! No! | 5 

Iwill not judge, like thee, my private Wrongs, 

But to the Courſe of Juſtice truſt my Duty, 

Which ſhall, in every Part, untainted flow; 

Unmix'd with gain'd Advantage o'erthy Love, 

And from its own pure Fountain raiſe my Glory, 

Car. O can my Death, with Shame, advance that Glory? 
Can I do more than periſh to appeaſe thee ? : 
Can my Misfortunes too have reach'd thy Hate? 

Xim. Can Hate have part in Interviews like this? 
Nay, can I give thee greater Proof of Love, | 
Than that I truſt my Vengeance with thy Honour 
Art not thou now within my Power to ſeize? 

Yet I'll releaſe thee Carlos, on thy Word, 

Give me thy Word, that on the Morrow's Noon, 

Before the King in Perſon thou wilt anſwer, _. 
And take the Shelter of the Night to leave me. 

Car. Oh! thou haſt found the way to fix my Ruin! 
It muſt be ſo, thou ſhalt have ample Vengeance. | 
Purſu'd by thee, my Life's not worth the ſaving ; 

Be then that fatal Honour, my Engagement, 

That at the Hour propos d, I'll meet my Fate 

But muſt we part, Ximena, like {worn Foes ? 

Has Love no Senſe of all its periſh'd Hopes? 

Diſmiſs my Miſeries, at leaſt, with Pity : . 

May I not breathe upon this injur'd Boſom 

One Parting Sigh to caſe my wounded Soul, 

And looſe the Anguiſh of a broken Heart? | 

Xim. Support me Heaven we meet again to-morrow. 

Car. To-morrow, we muſt meet like Enemies, 
Thy piercing Eyes, relent eſs in Revenge, - 

And all the Sottneſs of thy Heart forgotten; 

This only moment is our Life of Love. 

O take not from this little Interval, 
The poor expiring Comfort that is left me. ¶ Xim. weep. 
My Heart's confounded with thy ſoft Compaſſion, 


And 
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And ate upon the Vertue that deſtroys me. | 
Xim. O! I ſhall have the Start of thee in Woe 
Thou canſt but fall for her thou lov'ſt; but what 


Muſt ſhe endure that loves thee—- and deſtroys thee? 
| Yet, Carlos, take this Comfort in thy Fate, | 


That if the Hand of Juſtice ſhou'd o'ertake thee, 
Thy mournful Urn ſhall hold X5mena's Aſhes. + 
Car. O Miracle of Love! ' 
Xim. O mortal Sorrow ! 
But haſte, O leave me while my Heart's reſoly's. 
Fly, fly me, Carlos, leſt thou taint my Fame; * 
Leſt, in this ebbing Rigour of my Soul, 
I tell thee, tho' I proſecute thy Fate, | 
My ſecret Wiſh is, that my Cauſe may fail me. 
Car. O Spirit of Compaſſion! O Ximena ! 
What Pangs and Ruin have our Parents coſt us? 
Farewel, thou Treaſure of my Soul, O ftay !. 
Take not at once my ſhort-liv'd Foys away; 
While thus I fix me — — . Eyes, 
Let my Diſtreſſ es to Extremes ariſe, 
Victim s nom ſecure; for thus to part, 
Late thy Vengeance with a broken Heart. ¶ Exeunt. 
Enter Alvarez, with Noblemen, Officers, UP others. 
1/# Nob. Theſe few, my Lord, are on my Part engag d, 
In half an Hour Don Henrique de las Torres, 
With Sixty more, will wait upon your Cauſe, 
Reſoly'd, and ready, all like us, to right you : 
Since the juſt Quarrel of your Houſe muſt live, 
Since the brave Blood of Carlos is purſu'd, 
The Race of Gormax ſhall attend his Aſhes. © 
Alu. My Lord, this Mark of your exalted Honour 
Will bind meever grateful to your Friendſhip ; 
Tho' I ſtill hope the Mercy of. the King 
Will ſpare the Criminal, whoſe Guilt is Honour... 
The Service I have done the State has found 


6%" bets 


The Moors are ene d now within the River, 
And, as I'm told, near landing to inſult us 


Wherefore 


nt. 
, 


Something to our preſent Purpoſe has occurr'd; 


My ſelf will in a Moment bring you News, 


(Tho that's a Thought might bleſs me in the Grave) 


My Senſe of thy Afflictions would deſtroy me. 
ls there, on Earth, a Cure for Woes like mine? 


So good, I can't repent me of my Duty: 


For ruin'd Love, and for the loſt Ximena: . 
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WhereforeI would entreat you, at this time, 

To wave my private Danger for the Publick, 

Since Chance has form d us to fo brave a Body, 

Let us not part inactive in our Honour; | 5 
Let's ſeize this glad Occaſion of th' Alarm, 
Let's chaſe theſe Robbers in our King's Defence, 

And bravely merit, not demand his Mercy. 

Iſt Nob, Alvarez may command us, who is ſtill 
Himſelf, and owns no Cauſe unmix'd with Honour. 
Alu. How now! the News. [Enter a Servant, who 
Juſt enter'd, andalone! whiſpers Alvarez. 
O Heaven! my Prayersare heard! my noble Friends, 


Let me intreat you, forward to the Garden, 
Where you will find a treble Number of 
Our Forces aſſembl'd on the like Occaſion ; 


That will confirm, and animate our Hopes. [Exeunt Nob. 
5 88 l.. 

My Carlos! O do I live once more t embrace thee, 

Prop of my Age, and Guardian of my Fame 

Nor think, my Champion, that my Joys thus wild, 

For that thou only haſt reveng'd my Honour, 


No, no, my Son, for thee am I tranſportedʒ; 
Alas! I am too ſenſible what Pains | 
Thy Heart muſt feel from Anguiſh of thy Love; 
And had I not new Hopes that will ſupport thee, 
Some preſent Proſpect of thy Pain's Relief, 


Car. What means this kind Compaſſion of my Griets? 
O, Sir, you are ſo tenderly a Father. 


Be not however jealous of my Fame, 
If yet I mix your Tranſports with a Sigh, 


For ſince I drag, with my Deſpair, my Chain, 

Her {ated Vengeance only can relieve me. 8 
Alv. No more depreſs thy Spirit with Diſpair, _ 
GY : OS Wälle 
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* While Glory and thy Country's Cauſe ſhould wakei it; 


— 


The Moors not yet expected, are arriv d, | 
The Tide, and filent Darkneſs of the Night 
Lands, in an Hour, their Forces at our Gates: 
The Court's diſmay d, the People in Alarm, 
And loud den fills the frighted Town. 
But Fortune, e er this publick Danger reach d us, Be 
Had rais'd Five Hundred Friends; the Foes of Gormats 2 
Whoſe Swords reſolve to vindicate thy Vengeance, 12 
And here without e * thee at their Head. Ib 
Forward, my Son, their Numbers ſoon may ſwell, | Bu 
Suſtain the Bruntand Fury of the Foe;  - _ 
And if thy Life's ſo painful to be born, 2555 An 
Lay it at leaſt with Honour in the Duſt, 
Caſt it not fruitleſs from thee; let thy Kin | _ 
Firſt know its Value, e er his Laws mand i NENT De 
But Time's too precious to be talk d away. ö 57 
Advance my Son, and let thy Maſter ſee, Ar 
What he has loft in Gormaz, is redeem'din thee. Is 
Car, Relenting Heav'n at laſt has found the Means 1 WI 
To end my Miſeries with guiltleſs Honour. V. 
Why ſhould I live a Burden to my ſelf, 755 
A Trouble to my Friends, a Terror to Ximena? Th 
Not all the Force of Mercy or gf Merit, - 4 His 
Can waſh a Father's Blood from her Remembrance, Fre 
Or reconcile the Horror to her Love. hs To 
Yet I'll not think her Duty ſo ſevere, <= 4554 es ; 
But that to ſee me fall my Country's Victim «© An 
Wou' d pleaſe her Paſſion, tho it ſhock'd her Vengeance 7 Co 
It muſt be ſo— Dying with Honour, - Ye 
' Diſcharge the Son, the Subject, and the Lover. 5 Sti 
O! when this mangled Body ſhall be foung l Ht 
A bare and undiſtinguiſh'd Carcaſs *midſt the Slain, ' Th 
Will ſhe not weep in pity of my Woundds Le 
And own her Wrongs have ample Expiation?? 0 
Her Duty then may, with a ſecret 2; * 5 Ba, 
* /s her Vengeance great, and 1888 my . = Su 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


Belzara alone. 


Bel. X Ticremrous Carlos, — a 
V Demand thy Life, and ſilence thy Kimense. 
Hard were thy Fate indeed, if ſne alone 
Should be the Bar to Triumphs nobly purchas'd: 
But ſee, ſhe comes, with — Pomp of Woe, 
Foe 3 nag this — of the People, 1 
Enter — in Mourning, 
Ximana Ob! I mare than ever now - 
_— the hard Afflictions that purſuethee; F 
e thy whole native-Country is in Joy, 
Art thou the only Ohject of —_— ? 
Is this a time to thy Cauſe, 
When publick — t e thee? 
When on the Head of Garlas, which thy Griefs 
Demand, Fortune has pour d Protection down ? 
The Moors repulad. bis fav'd from Rapine, 
His menac'd King confirm d upon his Throne. 
From every Heant but thine, will find a Voice 
To litt his eccho'd Praiſes to the Heavens. 
Xim, Is it puſſible? Are all theſe Wanders true? 
Am Iche unh Mark of hi: Midoing? 
Cou d then his fatal Sword tranſpierce my Father, 
Vet ſavea Nation to defeat my Vengeance? 
Still as I paſs, the ꝓublick Voiceextols 
= glorious Tee of 7 Wrongss 
Eye of Pity, thathut Yeſterni | 
a Tear in feelingof my 
Now turns away, zctracting: itsCompaſſon, 
And ſpeaks the general Grudgeat my — 
But there's a King. hoſe ſacred Word's his Law ; 
Supported by that Hope, I ſtill muſt on, 


Nor es himæejetted, can be ſilent. 
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Bel. Your Duty ſhould recede, when publick Good 
Muſt ſuffer in the Life your Cauſe purſues. 


Kim. But can it be? Was it to Carlos Sword 
The Nation thus tranſported, owes its Safety ? 


OD let me taſte the Pleafure and the Pain! 


Tell me, Bel ara, tell me all his Glory; 
O let me ſurfeit on the guilty Joy! | 
Delight my Paſſion, and torment my Vertue. 
Bel. Alonzo, who was preſent, will inform us. 
Enter Alonzo. 
Alonzo, if your Buſineſs will permit. | 

Alon. The Abbot, at whoſe Houſe Count Gor- 

j max lies, wb | | : ; _ 

Has ſent in haſte to fpeak with me; I gueſs, 

To fix the Order of his Funeral. 3 k. 
Bel. Spare us at leaſt a Moment from th' Occaſion, 
Ximena has not yet been fully told 
The Action of our late Deliverance; 

The Fame of Carlos may compoſe her Sorrows. 
Alon. Permit the Action then to praiſe it ſelt; 
Late in the Night at Lord Alvarez Houſe, 
Five hundred Friends were gather'd in his Cauſe, - 
To oppoſe the Vengeance that purſu'd his Son; 
But in the common Danger, brave Alvarez, 
With valiant Carlosat their Head, preferr'd 
The publick Safety to their private Honour, 
And march'd with Swords determin'd*gainſt the Moors. 
This brave Example, e er they reach d the Harbour, 
Increas'd their Numbers to Three Thouſand ſtrong. 
Bel. Were the Moors landed e er you reach'd the Port? 
Alon. Not till ſome Hours after; when we arriv'd, 
Our Troops were form d, Ximena was the Word, 
And Carlos foremoſt to confront the Foe: 
The Moors not yet in view, he order d firſt ag 
Two Thirds of our divided Force to lie 
Conceal d i'th'Hatches of our Ships in Harbour; 
The reſt, whoſe Numbers every Moment ſwelld, 
Halted with Carlos on the Shore, impatient, 
And ſilent on their Arms repeſing, paſs d 
The ſtill Remainder of the waſting Night: R 
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At length the Brightneſs of the Moon preſents = 
Near twenty Sail approaching with the Tide 
Our Order {till obſerv d, ke them paſs; 

Not at the Port, or Walls, a Man was ſeen; 
This Deadneſs of our Silence wings their Hopes 
To ſeize th Occaſion, and ſurprize us ſleeping; 
And now they diſembark, and meet their Fate: 
For at the Inſtant they were half on Shore, 
Uproſe the Numbers in our Ships conceal'd, 
And to the vaulted Heaven thunder'd their Huzza's; _ 
Which Carlos eccho'd from his Force on Shore: 

At this, amaz'd Confuſion ſeia d their Troops, 

And e'er their Chiefs could form them to reliſt, 
Wepreſs'd them en the Water, drovethem on 

The Land; then fir'd their Ships to ſtop their Flight : 
Howe'er at length their Leaders bravely rallying, 
Recover'd them to order, and a while | 

Suſtain'd their Courage, and eppos'd our Fury: 

But, when their burning Ships began to flame, 

The dreadful Blaze, preſenting to their View, . _ 
(Their ſlaughter d Heaps that fell where Carlos fought, 
For O! he fought, as if to die were Victory) 

Their Fes then reſign'd their Hopes; 

And now their wounded King, deſpairing, call d 
Aloud, and hail d our General to ſurrender, 

Whom Carlos anſwering, receiv'd his Priſoner: 

At this the reſt had, on Submiſſion, Quarter; 


Our Trumpets ſound, and Shouts proclaim our victory: | 


While Carlos bore his Captive to his Father, 
Whoſe Heart, tranſported at the Royal Prize, 
Dropt Tears of Joy, and to the King convey'd him, 
Where now he's pleading for his Son's Diſtreſs, 


And asks but Mercy for his glorious Triumph, [Exit, 


Xim. Too much! it is too much, relentleſs Heav'n! 
Th' Oppreſlion's greater than my Soul can bear! 
O wounding Vertue! O my tortur d Heart! 
Art only thou forbidden to applaud him? | 
Cannot a Nation ſav d appeaſe thy Vengeance? 
Why! why, juſt Heaven! are his Deeds ſo glorious, 


And only fatal to the Heart that loves him: 
8 TEX Bel. 
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Bel. Compoſe, Ximenn, thy Diſorder, tee 
The King approaches, Trorfliny on Acbn Ees 
Whole Heart o erflowin 
And ipeaks his Plea too og for ch . 
Xim. Then fleep, Aye and Vertue arm t 


Let me look back Ward on his fatal Honour, Nm. | 


Survey this mourntul Pomp of hisRenown, 
Theſe woful Trophies of his conquer d Love, 
That thro my Father's Life pur ſu d his Fame, 
And made me in his Nuptial Hopes an : 
O broken Spirit! would'ſt thou ſpare him now, 
Think on thy Father's Blood! exert'the Daughter, 
Suppreſs thy Paſſion, and demand thy Victim. 
8 Alvarez, Sanchez, tc. 
King. Diſmiſs thy Fears, my Friend, and man thy Heurt, 
For while his AQtoneate ove Reward, 
Mercy's of courſe included in the Debt; 
Our ableſt Bounty's Bankrupt to his Merit, 
Our Subjects teſcu'd from ſo fierce a Fte, 
The Moors defeated, e er tlie Kite Alarm 
Allowyd us Time to order our Defence, 
Our Crown protected, and our Scepter fd, 
Are Actions that ſecute Acknotyledgment. 
Alv. My Tears, Sir, better than ny Wort will hank 


ou. 
e : 

n Carlos, Sir, without attends your Pledfitre, | 
And comes ſurrender d, as his Word engag d, | 
To anſwer the Kppeatsf fair — 

King. Attend him to our Preſence. 

Xim. O my Heart! 
EKEing. Ximenn, with Compaſſion we Thalt hear thee, 
But muſt not have thy Griefs arraign our Juſtice, 
3 — thou find' ſt an Advocate: 

Not leſs his Virtues, than thy Wrongs will plea. 


Xim, O fainting Cauſe! bite bree dene. 
L Kneehng. 
[bile thing rait: Rimens, enter Rlotzo, ad 

, wers Alvarez. 
Abo, This Idftart 3 ? eam Tiere my son,, 
7 on. 


It, 
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Alon. The Matter a more impoxtant than your Stay; 
be plain What can.thy Tranſport mean ? 
ain. 
eng We have no. Time to loſe in Words; 
Away, I ſay. | 
v. Lead on, and eaſe my Wonder, [Exeunt. 
Enter Catlos, and lneels to the King. 
King. Ori, my Warrior, raiſe thee to my Breaſt, 
And in thy Maſter's Heart repeat thy Triumphs. 
Car. Theſe Honours, Sir, to any Senſe but mine, 
Might lift its Tranſports to Ambition's Height; 
But while Ximena s Sorrows IR my Heart, 
Forgive me, if deſpairing of Repo 
I taſte no Comfort mn, Lite ſhe ſeeks, - 
And urge the Iſſus of her Griet's 1 
King. Ximena, tis molt true, bas loſt a Father, 
But thou haſt av'd her Country from its Fate, 
And the ſame Vextue, that demands thy Life, 
Owes more than Pardon to the Publick. Weal. 
Xim. My Royal Lord! vcuchſafe my Griefs a n 
O think not, Sir, becauſe my _ 2 | 
That the firm 1 of my Duty ſta 's 
The Criminal, I charge, has kill d my Father 
And tho his Valour has preſerv d the State, 
Vet every Subject is nat wrong d like me, 
herefore, with Eaſe, may pardon what they feel not. 
s he has ſav d a Nation from its Foes, 
The Thanks that Nation awes him, are but juſt, 
And I muſt join the general Voice applaud him: 
But all the Tribute, that my Heart can ſpare him, 
Is Tears of Pity ; while my Wrengs purſue him, 
What more than Pity can thoſe Wrongs afford? 
What leſs than Juſtice can my Duty ask? | 
If publick Obligations muſt be paid him, 
Let every ſingle Heart give equal Share: 
(Carlos has prov'd, that mine is not ungrateful) 
But muſt my Duty yield ſuch Diſproportion? 
Muſt on my Heart a Father's Blood be levy'd, 


And any whale Bula pe the publich Thanks? 16 
3 nc 
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If Blood for Blood might be before demanded, 
Is itleſs due, becauſe his Fame's grown greater? 
Shall Vertue, that ſhou'd guard, inſult your Laws, 
And tolerate our Paſſions to infringe 'em? 


If todefend the Publick, may excuſe 5 T! 
A private Wrong, how is the Publick ſafe? 

How is the Nation from a Foe preſerv'd, 5 ＋I 
If every Subje&'s Life is at his mercy? : W 
My Duty, Sir, has ſpoken, and kneels for Judgment. He 
Car. O noble Spirit, how thou charm'ſt my Senſe, Bu 


And giv ' ſt my Heart a Pleaſure in my Ruin! [ Apart. If 
| King. Raiſe thee, Ximena, and compoſe thy Thoughts, 1. 


As thou to Carlos Deeds haſt ſpoke impartial, W 
So to thy Vertue, that purſues him, We 1 
Muſt give an equal Plaudit of our Wonder: 
But we have now our Duty to Diſcharge, | 1 
Which far from blaming, ſhall exalt thy own. At 
If thy chaſte Fame, which we confeſs ſublime, 1 
Compels thy Duty to ſuppreſs thy Love, "MW x 
To raiſe yet higher than thy matchleſs Glory, W 
Prefer thy Native Country to them bot, G 
And to the Publick Tears reſign thy Victim: A: 
| Where a whole People owe their Preſervation, | 
Shall private Juſtice do a publick Wrong, "DOA Sl 
And feed thy Vengeance with the general Sorrow ? Ar 
Xim, Is then my Cauſe the Publick's Victim? | 
* King. No, | | 5 | 7 
We've yet a Hope to ben e thy Reſentment, pe 
And rather would compoſę than ſilence it: T. 
For it our Arguments ſeem yet too weak 2 
To guard thy Vertuefrom the leaſt Reproach, In 
Behold the generous Sanction that protects it, 
Read there the Pardon which thy Father gives him, 1 
And with his dying Hand aſſigns thy Beauties. D 
Kin. My Father 's Prdonn 


King. Read, and raiſe thy Wonder. | 
Xim. (Reads) © Alvarez wrong'd me in my Maſter's Fa- 
Carlos is Brave, and has deſerv'd Ximena. [ vour, 
Car. O Soul of Honour! now lamented Victory! 
King. Now, fair Ximena, now reſume thy Peace, 
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Reduce thy Vengeance to thy Father's Will, 
And join the Hand his Honour has forgiven. | 
Kim. All-gracious Heav'n! have my ſwoln Eyes their 
Senſe ?- _. 3 | 
D. San. O tottering Hope! but I have yet a Thought, 
That will compel her Vertue to purſue him. 
Xim. Why did you ſhew me, Sir, this wounding Good- 
This Legacy, tho fit for him to leave, _ [nels ? 
Wou'd in his Daughter be Reproach to take: | 


Honour unqueſtion'd'may forgive a Foe, 


But who'll not doubt it when it ſpares a Lover? 

If you propos d to mitigate my Griefs, 

You ſhou'd have hid this cruel Obligation; 

Why wou'sd you ſet ſuch Vertues in my View, 

And make the Father dearer than the Lover? | 
King. Since with ſuch Rigour thou purſu'ſt thy Ven- 

And what we meant ſhou'd pacify, provokes it, [geance, 

Attend ſubmiſſive to our laſt Reſolve : | 


For ſince thy Honour's ſo ſeverely ſtrict, 


As not to ratify thy Father's Mercy, ; 
We'll right at once thy Duty and x Lover; 
Give thee the Glory of his Live purſu'd, 
And ſeal his Pardon to rewardthy Vertue. 
Xim. Avert it Heav'n, that e er my guilty Heart 


| Shou'd impiouſly inſult a Father's Grave, 


And yield his Daughter to the Hand that kill'd him. 

D.San.UnnaturalThought ! Madam, ſuppreſs your Tears, 
Your murder'd Father was my deareſt Friend, 
Permit me therefore in your ſinking Cauſe, 
To offer an Expedient may ſupport it. 

Xim, Whatever * or Juſtico may, Tam bound 
In Duty to purſue, and thank your Friendſhip, 

D. San. Thus then to Royal Juſtice I appeal, 
And in Ximena's Right her Advocate, | 
Demand from Carlos your Reverſe of Pardon, 

King. What means thy Tranſport? 
D. San. Sir, I urge your Laws, 


And ſince her Duty 's forc d to theſe Extreams, 


There's yet a Law from whence there's no Appeal, 
A Right which eyen your 8 oblig d to grant her, : 
1 „ 5 The 
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The Right of Combat, which J here demand; 

And ask her Vengeance from a Champion s Sword. 
Car. O Sacred Sir, I caſt me at your Feet, ; 

And beg your Mercy would relieve my Woes 

Since her firm Duty is inflexible, | | 

Conſign her Victim to the braver Sword. . 

Grant this Expedient to acquit my Crime, 

Or ſilence with my Arm her Heart's Reproaches: 

O nothing is ſo painful as Suſpenſe, | 

This way our Griefs are equally reliev'd, 

Her Duty is difcharg'd, your Juſtice crown'd, 

And Conqueſt muſt attend Superior Vertu. 
King. This barbarous Law, which yet is unrepeaFd, 

Has otten, againſt Right, groſs Wrongs ſupported, 

Androbb'd our State of many noble Subjects; 

Nor ever was our Mercy tempted more 

T' oppoſe its Force, than in our Care for Carlos: 

But ſince his Peace depends upon his Love, 

And cruel Love inſiſts upon its Right, 

Welll truſt his Vertues to the Chance of Combat, 

And let his Fate reproach, or win Ximena. 

Xim. What unforeſeen Calamities ſurround me? 
King. Ximena ! now no more complain, we grant 

Thy Suit: But where's this Champion of thy Cauſe, 
Whoſe Appetite of Honour is ſo keen, 

As to confront in Arms this laurell'd Brow, 

And dare the ſhining Terrors of his Sword ? 

D. San. Behold th' Aſſailant of this glorious Hero! 

Your Leave, Dread Sir, thus to appel him forth. [ Draws. 

Bel. Hold Heart, and ſpare me from the publick Shame. 


D. San. Carlos, behold the Champion of Ximena, 

Behold th' Avenger of brave Gormaz' Blood. 

W ho calls thee Traytor to thy injur d Love, 

Ungrateful to the Sighs that pity'd thee, | 

And proudly partial to thy Father's Falſhood :  - 

Thel: Crimes my Sword fhall prove upon thy Heart, 

And to defend them dares thee to the Combat. 
Car. Open the Liſts, and give the Afatiant room, 

There on his Life my injur'd Sword ſhall prove, 


This Arm ne er drey it but in Right of Honour: Firſt, 


[Afeds. 
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You, Felix, when the Combat's done, conduct 


To tell thy Heart, thy hard Unkindneſs kills me. 


Which * of thy fone! not — my Care; ; 
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Firſt, for thy Slander, Sanchex, 1 defy thee, 
And throwing tothy Teeth the Traytor's Name, | — 1 
Will waſh th' Imputation with thy Blood; any 1 
And prove thy Vertue falfe as isthy Spirit: [i 
For not Ximena's Cauſe, bur Charms, hare rdthee, j 


Vainly thou ſteal'ſt thy Courage from her Eyes, | 5 ; 
And baſely ſtainft the Vertue that ſabdw'd her. | | 


D. Sas. O that thy Fame in Arms on 1 
King. Sanchez, forbear } 


'Tis not your Tongues muſt arbitrate your Strife, 

Let in the Lifts your Vauntings be approv'd. 

Whoſe Arm, Ximena, fhalldefend your Cauſe? 
Xim. O Force of Duty! Sir, the Arm of Sanchez. 
D. San. My Word's my Gage. 

King. Tis well; the Liſts are ſet _—- 

Let on the Morn the Combatants be cited, 

And, Felix, you be Umpire of the Field. 

Car. The Valiant, Sir, are never unprepar d; 

O Sir, at once relieve my Soul's Suſpenſe, 

And let this Inſtant Hour decide our Fate. 

D. San. This Moment, Sir join in that with Carlos. 
King. Since both thus preſs it, be it now decided: 
Carlos be ready at the Trampet's Call; 


The Victor to our Preſence Now, Ximona, 
As thou art juſt or cruel in thy Duty, 
Expect the Iffue willreward or grieve thee : 
Sanchez, ſet forward Carlos, we allow 
Thy pity d Love a Moment with Ximens. 
[Exit King and Train. 
D. San. A fruitleſs Moment, that muſt prove his 4 
Exit. 
Car. Ximena O permit mee er I die 5 


Xim. Ah Carlos! can thy Plaints reproach my Duty ? 
Nay, art thou more than Sanchez is, in Danger? 

Car. Art thou more injur'd than thy hapleſs Father? 
Whoſe greater Heart forgave my Senſe of Honour? 
Thou — not think I freaky cgarding Life, 


But 
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But Oh! it ſtrikes me with the laſt Deſpair, 

To think that lov'd Ximena's Heart had leſs + 
Compaſſion than my mortal Enemy; 

My Life had then indeed been — Acceptance, 
Had thy relenting Throes of Pity fav'd it: 
But, as it is purſu'd to theſe Extreams, 

Thus made the Victim of ſuperfluous Fame, 
And doom'd the Sacrifice of filial Rigour, 
Theſe Arms ſhall open to thy Champion's Sword, 
And glut the Vengeance, that ſupports thy Glory. 


Xim. Haſt thou no Honour, Carlos, to defend? Trembling, 


Car. How can I loſe what Sanchez cannot gain? 
For where's his Honour, where there's no Reſiſtance ? 
Is it for me to guard Ximena's Foe, | 
Or turn outrageous on the friendly Breaſt, 


Which her diſtreſsful Charms have warm'd to right her? 

__ X#m. O cruel Carlos! thus to rack my Heart 
With hard Reproaches, that thou know'ſt are groundleſs: 
Why doit thou talk thus cruelly of Death, 
Andgive me Terrors unconceiv'd betore? 

What tho'my Force of Duty has purſu'd thee? 

Haſt thou not left thy Courage to defend thee? 

O] is thy Quarrel to our Race reyiy'd, | 

Could'ſt thou, to right thy Honour, kill my Father? 
And now not guard it to deſtroy Ximena ? | 

Car. O heav'nly Sound! O Joy unfelt before! 

Xim. O! ls my Duty then not thought compulſive? 
Can'ſt thou believe I'm pleas d while I purſue thee ? | 
Or think'ſt thou I'm not pleas d the King preſerv'd thee ? 
And that thy Courage yet rhay ward my Vengeance? 

O if thou knew'ſt what Tranſports fill'd my Heart, 
When firſt I heard the Moors had fled before thee, 
Thy Love wou'd feel Confuſion for my Shame, 

And ſcarce forgive the Paſſion thou reproach'ſt: 

O Carlos, guard thy Life, and ſave Ximena! | 

Car. And ſave Ximena! O thou haſt fir d my Heart 
With animated Love, and ſav'd thy Carlos — — 

— [Sound Trumpets. 
But hark the Trumpet calls me to the Liſt. | 

N Heaven's high Care, and all its Angels guard 

thee, ' e Car. 
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Car. Wordswou'd but wrong m y Heart, my Sword ſhall 


Sanchez, I come impatient to chaſtiſe [ſpeak it : 
Thy Love, which makes thee now the Criminal; 


I might have ſpar d thee, had the Rival ſlept, 


But boldly thus avow'd, thou art worth my Sword. 
"Tis ſaid the Lion, tho diſtreſs'd for Food, 
Eſpying on the Turf the Huntſman ſleeping, | 
Reſtrains his Hunger, and forbears the Prey: 

But when his rouzing Foe, alarm'd and ready, 
Uplifts his Javelin brandiſh'd to aſſail him, 

The generous Savage then erects his Creſt, 
Grinds his ſharp Fangs, and, with fierce Eyes inflam'd, 
Surveys him worthy of his Rage dety'd, | 
Furious, uprearing, ruſhes on the Game, 


And crowns at once his Vengeance and his Fame, [Exit, 


Xim. O glorious Spirit! O hard-fated Vertue! 
With what Reluctance has my Heart purſu'd thee ? 
Bel. Was ever Breaſt, like mine, with Woe divided? 


. I fear the Dangers of the faithleſs Sanchez, 


And tremble more for his dread Sword's Succeſs : | 
Shou'd Carlos fal What ſtops him from Ximena ? 
Keepdown my Sighe, or ſeem to riſe for her. 
Xim. Tell me, Belzara, was my Terror blameful? 
Might not his Paſſion make my Heart relent, 
And feel, at ſuch a Time, a Pang to fave him? 
Bel. So far was your Compaſhon from a Crime, 
That tis th' exalted Merit of your Duty; 
Had Carlos been a Stranger to your Heart, 


Where were the Vertue, that your Griefs purſu'd him 7 | 


Were it no Pain to loſe him, where the Glory? 


The Sacrifice that's great, muſt firſt be dear; 


The more you love, the nobler is your Victim. 

- Xim. Thy partial Friendſhip ſecs not ſure my Fault, 
I doubt my youthful Ignorance has err d, 5 
And the ſtri& Matron, rigidly ſevere, 


May blame this Weakneſs of my Woman's Heart: 


But let her feel my Tryal firſt, and if 

She blames me then, I will repent the Crime. | 
„ pate Trumpet at a Diſtance. 

Hark! hark! the Trumpet! O tremendous Sound! 

CRF: Belxara! 


76 The HerRo1en 1 Hr ER. 
Zelx ara! ——ͤ ; 
"Theagonizing Ferrer ſhakes my 
Help me! fupport me! — Comarts | 
O al me what my Duty owesa Parent, 5 B 
And warm my Wiſhes in his Champions Favour 
Oh Heav'n! it vill not, will not be ! my Heart 
Rebels, and, ſpite of me, inclines to Carlos, 
Who now again, in Sanchoa, fights my Father; 
Nou he attacks him, preſſes, now retreats ; 3 
Again recovers, and bn his Fire; f 
Now grows too ſtreng, and is at laſt triumphant! 
Bel. Reſtrain thy Thoughts, collect thy Coney, 
Give not thy Heart imaginary Wounds, 
2 A Vertue muſt be Providence's "Help 
0 d me, Heav'n—— He me to ſupport it! 
. * [ Trumpets and Shouts, 
Tis done, thoſe dreadful Shouts proclaim the Victor; 
If Carlos conquers, til Yve loſt a 
And if he periſhes, then die Ximena. 
Bel. Conquer who may, no Hope ſupports Belzera. 
Enter Garcia 
Came you, Don Garcia, from the Combat ? 
Gar. Madam, 
The King, to ſhew he diſapproves the Cuſtom, | 
Forbad his own Domeſticks to be preſent. ¶ Shouts nearer. 
But I preſume tis done, theſe Shouts confirm it; 
Hence trom this Window, we may gueſs the Victor. 
Xim, O tell me quickly, while Pve Senſe to hear thee. 
Gar. O Heav'n! tis Sanchez, I ſee him, with his Sword, 
In Triumph preſſing thro' the Crowd his way. 
Xim. Sanchez! thou'st ſure deceivd! © better yet 
Inform thy dazled Eyes. 5 
Gar. Tis certain he! 
For now he ſtops, and ſeems to warn than back ; „ 
The Crowd retires, I ſee him plain, and nog 
He mounts the Steps that lead to this Apartment. 
Xim, Then rg] Veaginadh, thou art dearly fated, 
Now Love unbounded may o'erflow my Heart, 
And Carlos Fate, without a Crime, be mourn d: 
OSanches ! ! if poor Carlos told we true, 
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If 'twas tu, ve, not Honour, fought my Cauſe, 
Thy Guilt has —— with thy Sword, my Scorn, 
And madethy — . — 
Bel. Ob Heav'n ſupport her nobler Reſblution 
But ſee he comes to meet the Dfappointment. b 
Eurer Don Sanchen, nnilnys his Sword nt Ximens*s F 
8 _ Madam, this Sword that eqn ut 
ran 
Kim. Staind with the Bbod ef Clos, kills Ximens. 
D. San. I come to mitigute your Griefs. 
Xim. Avant, avoid te, — from my Sight; 


O chou haſt en rie, for Revenge, De: 
Haſt vin wich — Nw way ks 


And robb'd my Wiſhes of their deareft Ojo, 
D. Sm. Hear me but ſpeak. | 
Xim. Can'thoufuppoſe*rwillpleaſe me, 

To hear thy Pride triumphant, paint my Ruin, 
Vaunt thy vain Prowels, and reproach my Sorrows? 
D. San. Thoſt Sorrows, wou'd you 'hear 8 
To Regtensdifant, as tiy Sodom] 

0 Orts 
Fly, and in gloomy Horrors waſte thy Lk. 
Remorſe, and pale Affliction wait ther to 
Thy Reſt, Repoſe for ſake thee, frightful Dreams 
Alarm thy Sleeps, and, in thy 1 
May Woes, like mine, — thy Lp forever. 


King. Whit, Ml in Tears, — ſtill complaining? 
Cannot thy Duty sfull Diſcharge content thee? 
Repin ſt thou at the Act of Providence? 


And think ſt th Caufeftill wrong d in Heaven Demet 


Xim. O far, Sir, from my Soul be ſucha Thought, 
I bow ſubmiſſive to high Heaven's Appointment, 
But is Affliction impious in its Sorrow] s? 


Tho Vengeance to a Father'sBlootwas due, 


Is it leſs glorious, that l ord the Victim? 
Has Nature loſt its Privi FI 
When alt that's valuable in Life is gone? 
O Carlos! Carlos! I fhall ſdon be witrthee. 
King. Are then theſe Tears for Carlos... O * 
. 


7 The HEROTCE BAU RH 


The vanquiſn d Sanchez has deceiv'd thy Grie., - 

And made this Tryal of thy generous Heart, 

For know thy Carlos lives, and lives to adore thee, 
 Xim, What means my Royal Lord? 5 


*. 


Xing. Inform her, Sanchez. 


D. San. The Fortune of the Combat I had told before, 
Had, Sir, her Fright endur'd my Speech! 
I wou'd have told you, Madam, as oblig'd _ 
In Honour to the conquering Sword of Carlos, 
How nobly, for your fake, he ſpar d your Champion; 
When on the Earth ſuccumbent, and difarm'd, 
I lay : © Live, Sanchez, ſaid the generous Victor, 
The Life that fights Xi-mena's Suk, is Sacred; 
© Take back thy Sword, and at her Feet preſent 
The glorious Trophy which her Charms have won, 
The laſt Oblation, that Deſpair can make he. 
Touch'd with the noble Fullneſs of his Heart, 
I flew to execute the grateful Charge = 
But, Madam, your AT miſtook the Victor, 
And your impatient Griefs refus'd me Audience. 
King. Now think, Ximena, one Moment think for 
guar! | 5 . 
Xim. O Love! O perſecuted Heart! 
Inſtru&t me, Heaven, to ſupport my Fame, 
To right my Paſſion, and revere my Father. | 
D. San. And now, with juſt Confuſion, Sir, I own, 
In me *'twas guilty Love, that drew my Sword; 
But ſince th Event has crown'd a nobler Paſſion, - 
I plead the Merit of that Sword's Defeat, 
Regret the Error, and intreat for Pardon. G 
King. Sanchez, thy Crime is puniſh'd in it ſelf, 
We late have heard of thy retracted Vows, 
Which on thy ſtrict Allegiance we enjoin @_ 
Thy Honour, inſtantly to ratify: PE 
Suppreſs thy Tears, Belzara, he ſhall right there. | 
Xim. *Tisfixt, a Beam of heav'nly Light breaks forth, 
And ſhews my ruin'd Peace its laſt Reſource. 5 
Gar. Don Carlos, Sir, attends your Royal Pleaſure. 
King. Has he your Leave, Ximena, to approach? 
Xim. O, Sir! yet hold, I dare not ſee him now, 
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While my depending Juſtice was my Guard, * ' 
I ſavy birn ferrlels fen Aſſaults of 2 — „ 
But now my vanquiſh'd Vengeance dreads his Merit, 
And conſcious Duty warms me to avoid him; 
Since then my Heart's impartial to his Vertues, 
O do not call me cruel to his Love, 
If I, in Reverence to a Father's Blood. 
Shou d ſhut my Sorrows ever from his Sight; 
For tho' you raiſe above Mankind his Merit, 
And J confeſs it ſtill he has kil'd my Father 
Nay, tho' I grant the Fact may plead for Mercy, 
Yet twou d in me be impious to reward it;, 
My Eyes may mourn, but never muſt behold him more: 
Yet e er part, let, Sir, my humbleſt Senſe 2 
Applaud your Mercy, and conteſs your Juſtice: 
Hence to {ome Sacred Cloiſter Ill retire, 
And dedicate my future Days to Heav'n 
*Tis done—— O lead me to my peaceful Cell, 
One Sigh for Carlos now vain World farewell. 
| | | [ 45 Ximena is going off, 
| Enter Alvarez and Aionzo. 
Alu. Turn, turn, Ximena, O prepare to hear 
A Story will diſtra& thy Senſe with Joy, 
Drive all thy Sorrows from thy ſinking Heart, 
And crown thy Duty with triumphant Love. 
Pardon, dread Sir! this Tumult of my Soul, 
That carries in my Rudeneſs my Excuſe; 
O preſs me not to tell Particulars! 
But let my Tidings leap at once the Bounds 
Of your Belief, and, in one Burſt of Joy, 85 
Inform my Royal Maſter, that his Crown's Support, 
My vanquiſh'd Friend, the Father Gormax, lives; 
Helives in Health confirm'd from mortal Danger, . 
Theſe Eyes have ſeen him, theſe bleſt Arms embrac'd him. 
The Means, th' Occaſion of his Death ſuppos'd, | 
Would ask more Words than I have Breath to utter, 
Alonzo knows itall—— O where's my Carlos! 
King. Fly, Sanchez ! make him, with his News, thy 
Friend, 7 THE. 5 
N =” 
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Alv. O lead me, lead me, to hisHoart's Rake 
| Exennt. 


Nm. O Heav'n! Alvarez wo d not furedecerve:me. ag 
King. Proceed, Alonxo, andinmpartthewhole; by 

W hence was his Death fo firmly ovedited, | ( 
And his Recovery not before reveal dt | - 
Alon. My — one his Blood Th 

That I, who ſaw Mo. An 
But when the Abbot, at vx 1 | 5 
With friendly Sorrow wunIH d his hopeleſe Wound, Te 
His heaving Breaſtdifcover'd Life's Return | An 
When calling ſtrait for Help, -on/firifter Search, [Nc 
His Wound was found dt a mortal Symptom: Th 


And — — —— — reſum d their Function, 
His firſt Words is generous Heart's Concern 
For Carlos, and Xwmena; when being told 
How far her filial Vengeance had d him, 
1s't poſſible? he cry'd, Oh'Heav'n! then opt, 
And d his Lifemight be one Day conceal'd, 
That ſuch exalted Merit uf her Duty 
Might raiſe her Vertue worthy of his Love: 
But, Sir, to tell you!how Alvarez met him, 
What generous Reconcilemonts paſod berwenn them, 
Wou d ask more Time than publick Joy-cou'dipare. 
Let it ſuffice, the Moment he had heard 
Ximena had appelFd brave Carlos tothe Liſts, 
We flew with Terror to prochaim him Living 
But, Sir, ſo ſobn the Combat follow d your 
Decree, that, breaihleſs, we arriv d toolate, 
And had nor his Phyficians, Sir, perſerib'd 
His Wound Repoſe, himſelf had ventur'd forth 
To throw his Errors at your Feet for Pardon. 
King. Not only Pardon, but our eee 
Brave Carlos ſhall himſelf be — : 
Our Charge, and gratulate his bl er: 
Has he your Leave, Ximena, now t approach you? 
Xim. My Senſes ſtagger with tumultuous Joy, 
My Spirits hurry to my Heart's Surprize, 
— And ſinking Nature fants beneath the Tranſport, 


\ 


Enter 


The HEROICkx DAUGHTER. 81 


nt. Enter Alvarez, Sanchez, and Carlos. 

e. "King. Look up, Ximena, and compleat thy Joy. 
 Xim. My Carlos! Oh! F i 
Car. Ximena ! O my Heart! | rr 


Alu. O Carlos 0 Ximena! yet ſu 
Theſe Tranſports, till kind Gormaz' Hand confirms them: 
Firſt pay your Duty there, haſte to his Feet, 
And fe his Sanction conſecrate your Love. 
King. Loſe not a Moment from his Sight o Hy! 
Tell him his King atulates his Health, 
And will with Loads of Honour crown his Vertues, | 
Nor, in his Oriſons, let his Heart forget 
The Hand of Heav'n, whoſe providential Care 


Has order'd All the Innocent to ſave, 15 
To right the  Injuer'd, and reward the Brave, 
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Spoken by XI M E N A. 
Well, S1rs! 


17 come to tellyou, that my Fears are over, 
I'veſeen Papa, and have ſecur d my Lover: 
And, troth, I'm wholly on our Author's Side, 

For had (as Corneille made him) Gormaz dy'd, 

My Part had ended as it firſt begun, 

And left me ſtill nmarry'd, and undone; 

Or, what were harder far than both 4 Nun. 


The French, for Form indeed, poſtpones the Wedding, 


But gives her Hopes within a Tear of Bedding. 

Time could not tie her Marriage-Knot with Honour, 

he Father's Death ſtill let the Guilt upon her; 
The Frenchman fops her in thagfared Regard, 

The bolder Briton wed: her im . © 

He knew your Taſte won Un er endure their Billing 

Shou d beſo long dafefwd, when both were willing : 

Your formal Don Spain an Age might wait, 

But Engliſh Appetites aye * 

Iis true, this Difference we indeed diſcover, 

That though like Lions you begin the Lover, 

To do you Right, your Furyſoon is over. 5 

Beſede, the Scene thus chang d, this Moral bears, 

That Vertue never of Relief __— : 

But while true Love is ſtill in Plays ill-fated, 

No wonder you gay Sparks of Pleaſure hate it; 


| | 


Blood/hea 
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Bloodſhed diſcourages what ſhould delight youw, 

And from aWife what little Rubs will fright yon? 

And Vertue, not conſider d in the Bride, =” 

How ſoon 19 yawn and curſe the Knot you'vety'd? | 
How oft the Nymph, whoſe pitying Eyes give Quarter, ; 
Finds, in her Captive, foe has caught a Tartar? 

While to her Spouſe, that once ſo high didrate her, 

She kindly gives Ten Thouſand Pounds to hate her, 

So, on the other Side, ſome ſighing Swain, | 


That languiſhes in Love whole Tears in vain, 
Impatient 


or the Feaſt, reſolves he ll have her, 
And, in his Hunger, vows he'lleat for ever; 
He thinks of nothing but the Honey-Moon, 
But little thought he could have — oon: 
Is not this true q Speak Dearys of the Pit, 
Don t you find too, how horribly you're bit? 
For the I e therefore of the Free, 


Our Author turns his juſt 3 : 
Before you wed, let Love be underſtood, 


Refine your Thoughts, and rhaſe it from the Blood; 


For when that Circle holds the Britiſh Fair, 


Nor can you then of A N Toys deſpair, : | / 
Your Hearts may find Heroick Daughters there. | 


. 
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POEMS and PLAYS: 


for, ad 


Sold by GEORGE Ris x, at the Corner of 


Ces in Dame Street. 
poOE MS. ra 4 b1Es 
LLAN RAMs A' Works. Leue and Empire. FE Oe 
The Hoop-petticoat. | The Iſland Princeſs, n Opera. 
Lord Lanſdown⸗ Poems. Anna Bullen. 
Ie Earlof Eſſex, 
The Chriſtian Hero. | Mithridates, King of Pontus, 
Hannibal's Overthrow, 
FE, Ie Hevoick Daughter. 
COMEDIES. | The Fair Penitent. 3 
„eee 
Ihe Rehearſal. I Eing Henry V. of rag. 
. The Drummer. The Ce, 
The Man of Mode. Sir Walter . 
Æſop, with the Second Pare. (The Spartan Dame. 
The Provok'd Wife. | I) 
The Rela 72 FAT 8 
Me Tender en FAR CES. 
The Funeral. * 
The Lying Lover. ru K giekerſtaff s Burying. 
The Conſcious Lovers. | The Cy Hon. 
The Artful Husbanl. © | The School-Boy. 
The Fortune-Hunters. The Contrivances. 
The Gameſter. Hob Wedding. + 
The Wonder : A Woman beeps The Per. juror and pw 
A Secret. | The Slip. 
The Amorous Widow. | The Stage-Coach. 
The Conſtant Couple. | The Walkin Statue. 
The Boardin g-School, | The Adventures of Half An 
The Northern Laſs. Hour. 
Love's laſt Shift. Hob, or the Country- Nate. 
She wow'd, and ſhe won dot. The Comer of Preſton, 
The Fop's Fortune. 
Non- juror. : 
Ihe Faithful lrichman. 
Chit- chat. 


Three Hours after Marriage. 
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